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Bartue Kotght, Lord of Willoughby bs 


and Earsby, al increaſe of Honor 
and true happineſſe. | 


EF Hauc preſumed (Righthonou- 
jv rable) vpon theſe threereaſons 
$85-|ro preſent. this vnworthy pam- 
WW | phletvnto your honors courte- 
SS ous view, and fauourable pro- 
recion. The firſt is from yourown noble wor- 
thineſſe, for that you are, and arc ſo thought, 
the onely Hefor of Albion: andtherfore moſt 
worthy to prote& Hefor. The ſecond, for that 
it was the wil and deſire of the Ghoſt, of the 
woful Ghoſt of 7hon : that in hir tcares you 
might behold the ſorrows of your owne coun- 
trey whenſocuer iniurious fates ſhoulde cauſe 
you miſcarrie. Thethird andlaſtis (my good 
Lord) mine owne priuate affeQion, wherein[ 
hauc long honoured you, and hauing no place 
to make it knowne, haue Jong deliredto hnde 
ſome opportunitie to ſhewthe ſame . I hope 
A 2 your 
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I The Epiſtle. 
your Lordſhip will pardon me, for that affe Qi- 
on isa moſt yeniall offence. Anditheerein[ 
doe nor honour your Lordſhip ſo muchas you 
are worthy, andTearneſtlic wiſh, yerpleale ir 
you to fauourand pardon this firſt, and as time 
and yeares ſhall enableme with amore experi- 
encediudgement and knowledge, I will ſtudic 
 andendeuour that, which ſhal be moreworthy 
_ . yourhonours fauourableproteQtion. Pleaſe it 
you accept, and I am _— and my labour 
_ richly rewarded. I ccaſcto trouble your Lord 
ſhip further atthis time, I vowmy ſelfe to your 
Loralſhips ſeruice,and ſomoſt humbly take my 


leaue. 


Tour Honours humbly 
at command, 


L O. 
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The Prologue, 


\ Hilom to him (whom Mo Gedof ſleepe, 
Made (Iumbring drcames his ſences al to keepe, 

Lockt inthe priſon of the darkeſome nioht, © 

When eares were deafe and eyes couldſee no light, 

When men are made the linely forme of death, 

Saue onely that they Th draw abreath) 


Did come a Ghoſt, a gboſt moſt gaftly ; ” 
Helpe me to death that haue fo long beene aying. _. © 
With that he wakened and with feare #g, 


. _ Sawhir lament, her armes togither folding, LÞ4 
| A pale-wan thing, andyet with wounds freſb bleeding 
, Bodden in teares, inteares that were exceeding. 

He much afright began to ſhrinke for feare, 

| She bad him feare not, but my ſtory heave, 

T am Troys ghoſt that now appearesto thee, WR 

et £nd Me, +" that thou hait heard of me. L es, 
But now I come not what Iwas totell, 
For what I was ( alas) each one knowes wel. 
Tcome to thee to craue thy gentle ayde, 
To further her that hath ſo leng beene ſtaide 
Frombliſſefullreſt : becauſe Thane not told 

My woes for Heetor whith I muſt unfold, 
But that (alaſſe ) am Inot able ener, 

. Toſhew alone without the kind endezor 
Of ſome good wieht that can bewaile with me, 
And tell my tale while 1ſball weeping be. | 
T he churliſh Charon thr arts my paſſage over 
Saying my ſonle ſhal nener bliſſe reconer, 

Till I haue doone this weary taske i ſes, Ws 

Newer my ghoſt ſhal bein reitr ofed | 

O helpe me then to tell my doleful ſtory, | | 


That | at laſt may ceaſe to beſoſe I | 


Pl (s 
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The Prologue. 


Firſt will Tſpeake, and to the world declare 
For HeQtors death mine exerlaſting care, 
 Solone, til teares doe ſtopmy ores tonr, 

CA nawhenT ceaſe Ipray thee rell lows 

He then accorded to buy pitteons ſaute 
Granting to ſpeake when teares did make hir mute, 
So that jhe would lay open to his cies 

The cauſe and manner of hir wofull cries. 

Then forthwith cauſde ſhe unto him appeare 

; The forme of Troy, the perſons that were there 
_ — worthy HeQtors death 

As they then wailae when fates new opt his breath. 
 Hethen pwn 7 yoo ' flowtly veiwd them all, 

And tels her tale,when ſhefrom ſpeach doth fall... 
Writinetheir word: wnto the world to ſhew them 
It was her will that he might ſorenew them. 

Tet had ſhe rather Spencer would haue told them, 
For him ſhe calde that be would helpe t unfold them. 
But when ſhe ſaw he came not at hir call 

She kept his firſt max that doth ſhew theme all 
All that he could: but all can no man ſhew, 


But firſt ſhe ſpake as after doth enſew. | 
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\ Troys Lamentation for 
| the death of He for. 


] © here the teares and ſad complaintoft her = _ 
_ 1-Within whoſe gates all ioyes were once abounding, | 
Faire 1/onsteares whoſe deepe laments may ſtir 
A flintie hart vntoa {igh-reſounding 
Yerttor hirſelfe doth 1/omnotmone, 
But for hir Heftor which is dead and gone. 


Sweetfacred Muſes, you whoſe gentle cares - \ 
Arewont toliſten to the humble praier 
Of plaining Peers, andtolendyour reares 
From your faire cies vnto a woes-diſplayer, 
Now reſt your ſelues : your aydel not implore, 
For in my ſelfe I inde aboundant ſtore, 


NorcanlT crauevpon your blubbered cheeks 
That you for me more ſhowers ſhould be raining, 
Though you are kind to euery one thatfeckes = 
Yet haueyou matter for your owne complaining, 
I ſaw yourttares andpittifull wamenrings: | 
Burt they are few tharliſt to yourlamenrings. 
Good nattirde Nymphs youare too milde forme, 
Troy tels of horror and of _ 
Letyourfaire ayde in Loue and Mufick be, 
Orin his tongue which pleafant Poems fings. 
Furies'and Frenſtes are fit companie 
To helpeto blaſe my wofull tragedie. 


The damned Soules that liuein laſting paine, 
Whoſe endleſſe torments force them to be yelling 
Sounds cuer balefull, and whoſe bane againe 
Is, thatin torture they are cuer dwelling; _ 

Their ſighes and ſhrikes accompanictull well, | 

My trembling roong this greeuous tale totell, 
A 4 Snake- 
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Troy: Lamentation forthe 8 
Snake-wreath'd CLedoand Megerarailing, 
ys Tiſphon evermore lamenting 

With all that vgly is, or clſe ſtill wailing, | 
Their curſed haps : and are deepe hell Wnodtiog: 
Suchas breath ſulphur in eternal groning, 


They are companions fitting to my moning, 
Stone-rowling Si/phus in his wearie taske 
And rea vor 3-0 in his nuer biding, 
And wotull 7:xyon, altheſemightI aske, 
To be with ſhrikes my drery penne a guiding. 
But I my ſelfe ſuffice withour aſsiſtance, 
If ſoules eftuſion be ſufficient greeuance. 


Hedfor thou knowſt or elſe thy ſoule doth know 
For thou alas art He&For now no more, 
| Haue Troytenthouſand ſoules ſhe will beſtow 
Themall on thee, and powre them out before 
' Thethroneof /oxe for mercycuer calling, 
For (ah) thy ruine was our vtter falling. 


Butwhy (alas) muſt thounceds dic ſoſoone, 
T roys cheete-ſupporter, and the worlds great-wonder ? 
O letthe manthartheero death hath doone, 
From deaths fel rorments neare be ſcene alunder. 
Olethim 7:50” not be{laine, 
 Butwhenhe wouldbe dead, reuiuc againe. 
Heape on him torments, and ore-whelme with woes, 
Hels Qpeens Preſerpinathis I begge of thee, 
' Andifthere be ſome wights thou countſt thy foes, 
O with thoſe plagude ones let him placed be: 
Orit thabks aplace thats worſe than hel, 
Grant me this boone, that he may in ic dwel. 
I ſpeake not(Princeſſe) ofa ſhallow greefe: 
7 prom ſtroke hath pierſt cuen to my ſoule 
Andatthy hands I humblie craue relecte, 
That as I mourne :ſo he may cuer houle 
Of thee I beg, bicauſe thou arta Queen, 
And Womens metcy morethen mens is ſcene. 


Or 


Death of Helter, 
Or ifthe Grim-god Plwo thy black Lord, | 
Doe hold theettraight and giue thee no fuch power: 

Yet to his griſly-hood Pao__—_ word, - 
Your ſex hatheuer oneperſwading howre, 

Wherein ay wiſh theyr huſbandsto their will, 


Opraic him then that he torment Achll, 


Fowle helborne-monſter ſenevpponthe earth, 

By froward anger and vntoward will: 

Only to worke poore Troy and 1lons death, 
which then thouwroughe(t when thou didſt HeeFor kill 
But thouart curſt and damned for that deede, 

And forthy ſake accurlt is all thy ſecede. 


How could thy heartconſentto heaue thy hand, 
Gainſt him whoſe was as then vnarmed? 
That worthy man the flower of all the land, 
Which neuer any but with honour harmed, 
How couldſt thou then ſo cowardly him tuch? 
Butthoudidſtfeare: his valure was ſo much. 


Like as aBeare that h is of pray, 

Yer dares not buckle-with a bigger beaſt: 

Doth watch occaſion and his time doth ſtay, 

Till ſire aduantage bids himto a feaſt, 

Andthen deuouers and teares all thathe can: 
Sodidſt thou waite to ſpoile this worthy man, 


But chouart ſpoyld and he {t:l] worthy is, * 

Thy honour fol but his for euer —_— 

Nor breaths the wight that ſpeakes of him amiſſe, 

Allmenall glory are to him aſcnbing. 
And when you both arenamed ns this menſay, 
Achilles baſely did braue Hetfor (lay. 

Why then ſiveet Homer did thy pen miſcarry 

That writes ſuch wondersin Achilles name? 

Thou madithis praiſe amangitthe ſtarres to tarry, 

Andinthe skies thouregeſtred his fame 

He were immortall by thy Angels tounge, 

But that kercin thoudoeſt a double wronge. 


B Wronge 


Troyes Lament ton for the 


Wrong vnto himthatncredeſeruedſo, | 
Wrongto thy ſelfe in flattering him too much: 


Thou made his worth both men and gods to know, 


"it And heauens can tell the cauſe was neuer ſuch. 


 Whatworthy mind by treaſon would afaile? 
When as he knew that valure might preuaile. 
Hettor had hurthim hand to hand 


I, Then heknew his and his force, 
Which cuer after yieagr bore 
Made him co ſecke his lite forro diuorce 
From thatfairetemplewhcrein twas well placed, 
Whoneuer ceaſcd till Itwas outraced. 


Then why did Homer Laureat ofhis time, 

Conſume the fiveet of his metlifluous rongue 

In hony lines, and from bis n chime 

Chauncforth in muſick a mellodions ſong 
Toſweeten him, that men ſhould with delight 
For cuerread his praiſes day andnight? 

 Buttwas the s of his liberalt hand, 

Which makes ſomePoets pipe as they will daunc ce, 

Art whoſe deuotiontheyr good witrs doſtar.d, 

Waiting and preſt their honoures to aduance, 
But Homer thou that couldit immorrallmen, 
Shouldſtnor be thoughtto haue a flattering pen. 

Nono itwas thy kindnes thatdid gine 

Thy pot. 09-1. Wc of thy witt: 

Nor can Ithinke thatchou by him didl(t liue, 


Burt thou wert faine in him to blaſon1t; 
Had Heffor been a Grzcian borne | know, 
Achilles name had nere been honoured fo. 


A 

He gloiows orthy to rcherſe 
ſivect Homer of braue Hettor long 

Vatothyſelleſuch honourhaditbe 

As for Achilles to be lung ofthee. 
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The Gods arciuſt and 


Doath of Het or, 
There was thetrue looking-glas ofhonour, 
In which together did all vertue ſtay 
The worlds wonder for a worthy warriour, 


A man moſtrareaccompliſht cuery way: 
Andtofſaytruth of ſuch exceding fame 


That none but Homer can declare the fame. 
O then good Spencerthe Homer hui 
row « S to — with hy utkning 10. HY 
And though poore Tr decks can not begiuing, 
cy thar giuethemwill, 
Write then O Spencer in thy Muſe fo trim, 
That he inthee and thou maieſt live in him. 


Although thouliueſt in thy Be!phebe faire, 


And in thy Cynthialikely artto ſhine, 


So long as Cynthiaſhineth inthe ayre: 
Yetliue and ſhine inthis ſame Sunne of mine. 
O liue in him that whilom was my Sun, 
Butnow his lightand fo my life. is done. 


With chat ſhe wepre and that ſo piteoully, 
As'he had been diflolued all ro & omoy 


"Throbbing forth ſighs ſhriking ſo hideouſly, 


As onethat inlyendles torments beare? 
Butoreawhule: forcueriething muſt ſtay, _ 
She ceaſt hir plainte and gan agine thus ſay. 

O cell my griefes, and to this worlde them ſound 

Aslin obs doo ſend them forthto thee: 

Was neuer dole ſo driery to be found, 


As is the dolour that is now in me. 


| TellhowIdroundin teares, inſcalr-fighsburne, - 
And while thou ſtgheſt] will ſitte and mourne. 


View but my lookes and thou ſhalt feeling write 
My troubled ſpirit,and how it{ighs with grones, 
And ſtill o__ mine c1es that want their light, 
Blinded with tearesthat iſſue from my mones, 
And here, © here, behold dead Hefor ſhoken, 


And thouſhalt ſpeake as it my ſelte had ſpoken. 
| 2, Then 


Rd + Troyes Lamentation for the 
. - Thendidſheſhew me Hefor where he lay, 
Pointing hir finger, holding backe hir hcad, 
Scarce had ſhe power, Lo here he is,to ſay, 
Evasfuch deathrolee hicHecter dead. | 
cc the ung; e Queene, all Troy 
In mourning weedes, wet their annoy. 


Olde-aged Priam kneeling ore the corſe, 
With Was, > 0a diſtilling from his eyes: 
Looketh vpon him with adeepe remorſe, 
Andheawe cheere doth view him as helies, 
Hi: luke-warme drops fall downe on Hedors face, 
He wipes them ſtill, and {till they fall apace. 
Paſsion be-duls him that hecannor ſpeake, 
Groning hefits, and ſhaking of his head, | 
And then he ſobs as if his hart would breake, 
That of his death too, they are all afraid. 
Only hecried, O my ſonne, my ſonne, 
 Burſpeechdidfaile him, yer it was begun. 
One while he beats his ſigh-ſwolne breſt and cries, 
 Burtchen a manly courage ſtaics hiscrying 
From being heard: and then helitts his exes 
Vpto the heauens, his fingers iointly tying. 
«But mores his fire the more he chokes his fumes, 
« For inward gricfe pent in the hart conſumes. 


Thus did the olde-man in his mellowed yeares, 
Bewaile the wind-fall of his fruit vnripe , 
_ Hisfiluer beard he pearled all with teares, 
Which faſter fell then he (gyod-man ) could wipe. 
Nothing he faid, but O my ſonne, my ſonne, 
His breath (til ſtopping ere he halte had done. 


The good king Davidneuer wailed fo, 
And yet he wailde for _1b/olon his ſonne | 
With flouds of teares which ſtormes of ſighes did blow, 
As haththis Priam for his Heetor done. 

<« Death ofa priuate ſonne doth grieue one ſore, 


Rutloſle of fucha one gals ten times more. 
Tm PRE? The 


© 


Death of Heftor. FF 
The godly Patriarch <£br«hondid greene, 
In facrifice to offer vppe his fonne: 
Vato 7 amand buthedid belecue, i 
" His fleſh and bloud would ſuch a murther ſhun. - - * © 
| If fleſhand bloud to looſe a ſonne be loth, © '_ 
Then needes muſt Priam who was meerely both, 


Great was the gall vnto Harpagm hart, 
When k of Piaget gaueto him his ſonne : 
Whom he had laine before (O cruellpart) 
— NI ALES ry 

But this, nor thoſe were halfe ſo much as his; 
For Priamloſt the piller of his bliſle. - 
Alaſſe 'good king) that thou whoſe hap was ſuch, 


As neuer any might compared be, ; 4ich 
Thar Fortune now atthy good hap ſhould grutch, - 
eLlas (Ifay)that thouthouldſtliue toſee.' © * 
The Wheele ſo turne euennow to vicuthyfah” 
Who wertbut cucn nowon the topotall. ' 
Next him fat wailing in moſtpitiouswle,. 
Hettors fayre mother Heewba the Queane: > | — Heenda, 
Hir outward lookes hir inward {martdeſcries, 
And by hir ſighing was hirſorrowe ſcene. - 
\ A mothers loue vnto hir childe exceedes, 
And death of him hir endleſle torment breedes. 


— + me(ſhe cries) as women wont to doe, 
Thatere 7did conceiue thee inmy wombe: 
Thy life was mine, thy death is now my woe, 
Cyethat my bellic had beene ſti] chy tombe. 
ather I had I never had thee borne, 
Thenthus in thee to ſee all. Troy forlorne.. 


When I thy brother Parisdid conceiue, 
I dreamt my wombe was all on burning fire : 
And true it was, he doth menor decciuc, 
I feare we burne all by his hot deſire. 
Yet hadſt thouliud thy ſelfe had brenea ſpring, 


Toquench theſe t lamesthatnow are kindleing, 
| —- BY For: ' 


For when I bred thee (few doe know ſo much) | 
 TdreamtaSeawas in my body flowing, 
Andrthat therage of _Aeolus was fuch 
|  Thatblaſtsofwindethe wanesthereof were blowing, 
I tolde irnone: ſo was the ſence nere found, 
Butnow I both do finde and feelethe ground. 


Theſe Seas of teares which heere about thee flow, 
Are thoſe ame ſeas which I ſuppoſde robe 
Theſe ftormesoffigh nds with them did blow, 
| | Thus is my viſion vers in thee. 
Hee  Nowthataſigneof theſe Seas may beſecne, 
Ek = efſed Twillbe calledof fadde ſeas the Queene. 
The Trojan ueene is Hecubano more, n 
Aye me, me thinkes I ſee itnow decering 
. Hedigrisdead: the Greekes do dance therefore, - 
_ Andthey giuethanks while we for aydeare ptaying. 
FrownenotO Nepome that Tam Queene of Seas, 
; ForQueeneonearthgreat Ioue it dothnot pleaſe. 
With thatſhe weeping tote hir haire and ſaid: 
See, ſee, they cametotake away my crowne, 
Like one hae ſrnirils;ot wich feare diſmaide, 
Looke, looke ſhecries they'r burning of the towne. . j 
O Hedor helpe vs, the alowd him cals, 
He cannotheare hir, ſhe to weeping fals. 
Elkanah thy Hannah neuct fight ſo ſore, bh 
Pyke geen = rin born nag 
: our 
Hir makers her ſoule whodid hir heare. 
With tithe ofteares Ifay did ſhe not craue him, 
As loſſe of hirs ſhe mourndyet could not ſaue him. 


T honr thy teares for 09 7 Lela 
"38 pars} — or. thy ſonne: | 
1 Werenora few which from thy cloudie brain, 
' Thoudidſtlerfalto hearewhat he had donne. 
But (O)the drops which Hecwba did ſhoure, 
'  Fortheetoſhed was neuerinthy powre. FY 


_ 


She loſt hir ftay; hirpiller,andafonne, © 

Thouloſtaſonne butneyther ſtaienorpiller: 

In Hettors death; Hecabaes life was done, 

Thou hadſtthe head of Speargapiſes killer, 
And vidreflewertliuing in joy lotip after: ny 
She cuer mournde and neuer mbued laughter. 

Thus fatthe morher of that worthy man, 

Weeping vpon him'in aboundantraine* 


Claſping his were forme / nmr x 


Deethof Heltor,. * 


, > — 


Into hirarmes, and then ; 
Hugging him hard as thoghfhe would thentake him - 
Into the place where great Towe firſt did make him. 
By hirI ſawea goodly Lady bright, 


4 | 
A ſtately dame as oneſhal ightlyſee, . t- 
But that ſome drooping clouds then dimnd hir ſight: 
I askt Troys ghoſt, what might that Lady be: 
This is (quoth ſhe) © £4 ndromache his wife 
Whom ſhe did loue moredearely then hirlite. 


She weptand wailde and wroong hir hands, and tare 

_ Hirclothes, hir haire, hirfleſhfrom offhir face:. . 
A babie too within hir armes ſhe bare, © 

 Ayeme, methoughtit was apitions caſe, 

Toſecethe babe vppon hirb:caſttolie, 

And both to weepe, the childe notknowing why. 


O hearemy Lord, O heare thy handmaidſpeake, 
Iam Anaromachethy louingwife: ; 
Through thy dead ſenſes letmy words now breake 
Thouthat refuſde to heare mein thy life. 

Ah hadſtthouliſtned when thou liuing wert, 

This greefe had neuer come ſonigh my harr. 


Thou mad{!e no reckoning of my viſion ſtrange, 

© Braue men are wontto be too credulous : 

My dreame did tell me thatthy life muſt change 

It \ wo this day with Greekes wert venturous. 
Itoldeit thee : Bur Womens words are toyes 


 Whenmen molt wilfull ſecke "wa OWNEe annoies. bh 
4 


| ys Lamentation for the 

Tale ing oor Qs, 
| -ould | 
Mhbon wnadcem.) GI IORET 210 nn 
_ Hedorthatday muſtneedes the Greekesaſkaile, 
Thar day?thagoneda couldſt thou ndtforbeare? 
But men teſolyed periwaſions willnor hearc. 
EAT downe hir chriſtall checkes, 

ttollow along thefluer ſandes: 


Then with a napkin doth ſhe dric his face. 
Peace, peace({weerthart) thus ſhe hir yonglinge ſtills: 
_ Hetohisplaicng falles againc apace, 
She with hir teares againc his boſomehilles. 
Andwith hirſobs ſhe beates him as helics, 
Thatnow the childe with ccaſclesſhriking cryes. 


Alacke the tormentes thatſhe now endueres, 
The cruellplunges in hir hart ſo ſore: 
 Hirhusbandes Feath hir endles woe inſures, 
| Thechildesfellcrieng makes hir nem more, 
Thus ſhe({weete Lady)is of all accurlt, 
Who ſittes and ſighs as if hir hart ſhould burſt. 


The 


Puryorkin ſorrow made hir ſtop hir breath, 


Death of” Heltor 
The faithfull Porcianeuer ed ſo 
Alchough hir ſclfe for Bra:#sſhe did 
The louing Phillsneuer felrthe woe, 
Though for Demophoon ſhe hir ſelfe did ſpill, 
As did Andromach for hir Hettor ſlayne, 


Their Death cut off: hirlife prolonges hir paige. * | 


Panthea deplord Abradatas his death, 
With ulling griefe and birrer percing ſtings: 


Thusdeath a period to hirrormente bri 
Burthis ſweere Lady woe hath ſo poſſeit, 
That ſhe muſt live and death may gjue noreſt, 


No preſent reſt and ſonoreſt atall, | 
Death when he came (he came) but came too late: 


Sorrow before had wroghthir vtter fall, 


Thus had ſhe cauſe both death and life to hare. 


Death thar did ſtay and do hir ſo much wrong, 
Tolinger life thathu'dindeath fſolong. 


By hir Caſſandra with hirlolling locks, 
Diſſheuerd all vpon hir ſhoulders lieng: 
So hardas Ecchois _ _—_ 

A dolfull thump: the Temple ſo did ſound, 
And thus ſhe waits hir brother in that ſtound. 


4 me ſhe cries, I knew this long before, 

7 hat Paris fire muſt haue a ſea to quenchit: 

Andnow l feare the flames will burne ſo fore. 

.$ weinrime ſhall neucrliue to ſtancheir. 

| Theonly ſpring whereinthevertuelay, 
Tolake the fire is dride and dead this day. 


O HeCtor thouthatwertourſpri | 
Thy death is now the cauſe of many a 4 
Fountaines do flowe in euery corner it 
Of blubering teares thers now no 0! 
In Troy but teares ſince HefFor did 
For(ah) thy death hath _—_ 0 


c ſmart. 


I 


With heauie chere hir thoughr-ſore breſtſheknocks, | 


/ 


—_— 
| 


468 : Troys Lamentation for the 
| Queweper Trofde my brother Paris what would fall, 
"08 += Fndthara flame ſhould follow through rhe ſeaes 
 . kewagues, CL Chis returne, p—enpheeeacel, 
_______  Buthoiſtedfaile, his he would p 
| — Heburntwith loue, and we ſhall burne by loue, 
Ls by thy death 1 feare poore Troy ſhall proue. 
Yet hadſtthou liufd, (alas what booteth wu 
Thoudoſt not live,and therefore dies my ſoule: 
- YerwhileI lveinfſable garments clad, 
 Forthee (my brother) will I fitte and howle. 
"  AndnowlIcome tobearethem company, 
Who went afore in this thy tragedy. 
_ "Then fatſhe downe hard by hir Siſters ſide, 
e A naromache thatdid with teares brine, 
"The margine fill of He&ors wound lo wide, 
By trickling drops diſtilling from hir cien. 
 - Theredidſheweepe with, hir the King and Queene, 
. .  Andnextto mourne came in faire Pellicene, 
Pelbaine. * Llasthatvirginesſhould be ſo diſtradt, 
© Toſpoileſiveete faces thatarc made ſo pleaſing, 
Al * Sogpore hir golden haire (O rufull acte), 
 ._ | Mndonhirforhead was hirnailes a feazing. 
<Fif The blaod ran downe and teares ore-tooke the ſame, 
And both guſhtafreſh when ſhe did Hettor name. 


.  Hirtenderlimmes did tremble as ſhe ſtood, 
& Ls did Dians when the huntſeman ſpide hir: 
Vnlucky huntſcman ranginge in the wood, 
She being naked hauing noughtto hide hic. 
Thus did ſhe quake, ſuch is a virgines feare, 
Toſchim dead whome ſhe did hold fo deare. 


this on 
they minace 1/jons death. 
Ye 


OY - h_ wy * F = « " 
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| Yergentle Gods vouchſafea 


—_— 


Death of Heitor ' 


Through Criſtall skiesro percejourtcrdre 


My — —_ tharare| 
* Oheare, now heare a pure virginesmones, 
If cuer Gods did heare a virgines grones. 


Here haue we Temples builded ro yournames, 
-_ on Geuovone on them adore Fe 
r Altars mo weet perfumed 
And on our knees your weimplore. 
Why are youangry then OGods withvs, * 
Thar im all dutiereuerence youthus > © 
But Reaſon muſtnortreaſon with the Gods, 
Itis their wil, what wil then dare fay nay? 
They willthe Greekes and Trcyans be at ods, 
Vnril poore Trey be brought vnto decay. 
Our incenſe ſtinks, our facrifice diſpleaſe, 
No offring may their kindled ire appeaſe. 


Hetter is dead in whom they did delight, 


 Heftor our facrifice and incenſe {weer, 


VWho while he liu'd, we truſted in his might: 
The Gods itilllaide rhe Grecians at his feet. - 
Til thattheir wrath was kindled vucr Troy, 


And then diſpleaſde they rooke from vs ourioy. 


O ſend him backe faire heaufns forour defence, 

If that the Gods wil part with ſuch atreafure: 

But (ah) my praier may breed more offenſe, 

O keepe him then, I know itis your pleaſure. 
This is the prayer which I humbly craue, 
Thar I he laide a virgine in my grauc. 


| Iknow the Lercherhopes to haue his will, 


Now that my honours chieſeſt guard is gone: 

Bur I with Phills firſt my ſelfe wit kill, ont! 

Ile be no pray for himtoſeaz vpon. 

Heſlew my brother, hopes he now ofme ? 
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O heare my ———— rbewraiee, 
withteares. . , 


*. 


irgins pure affeion can, 
Admit thee loue chat paſſeth thorough bloud ? 
| * _ Haſtthoubytreaſonſlaineſobraucaman, 
 Andbythatreaſon hopſtthouſo much good, 
' Asthatmyhartwileueryeelde to thee? 

No bloudy traitor, itſhalneuer be. 
I neuer yet did ſtaine my ſpotleſle hart, + 
By taking comfortin a ſtrangers death, | 


Thinkſt choua 


Troy: Lament ation for the | | 


And dooſtthouthinke itwere a Siſters part, 

Toloue the man that ſtopr hir brothers breath ? | 
My brother dearer then my life to me, | 
No bloudy traitor, itſhal neuer be. | 

My hand, this hand whichneuer yet did ac, 

' Whererigour, force, or violence might be found, 

Shalrather yceld co worke a bloudy fa&, 

| Whichyettattempt my tender hart would (wound. 
Or in my ſeltc or elſe in murdring thee, 
Rather then thou ſhalt cucr ioy in me. ' 


Buryet I know thatI am deeretothec, 

I and I know thatonceT lou'd thee deercely : 

Butnow my hart hath que forgorttenthee, | 

Andinlie longs to punith thee (cuerely. | 
My feruent loue ſhalnow he turnde to hate, | 

Andonce my will ſhal worke againit my fate. 


 OHedbor how ſhalllamentfor thee, 
When Womens teares are not ſufficient ſtrong: 
Let heauen andearth for me auenged be, 
While I bewaile thee inaſighing ſong. 
 Icanbewaile thee but while lite doth laſt, 
But if I may, I wil, when life is paſt. 


Then with an heauy cheere and downe-calt looke, 

Sheſathir downe amidſtthe mourning crew : 

And to her teares hirſelfe ſhe hath berooke, | 

At whoſe approch the reſtdocalrenew. 
Their ſhrikes which ſtinted not before, 


* Butgreaternumber makes thcir ſbriking more. 


Aloote 


| Death of Heittor. 
Aloofe from theſe did ſtand inſableweedes, 
«(For mourning garments fit a mourneful mind) 
A man whole hart and very ſoule now blecdes, 
To ſcethat He&or was to death affignde. 
And this was Paris brocher of their woe, 
But he to Greece by Heauens inſtin&did go. 


Venus cormmanded, who could hirdenie ? fs 
Had ſhe not giuen, me thinkes a man ſhould craue 1t: 
Forſuch a prize who would notFortunetrie, 
And venturelife, and rome altohaucit? 

Nor fire nor waterthould his paſſage ſtay, 

To gaine fruition of ſo ſweet apray. 


Yetnow he mourns, ©for cuery ſweethath ſower, 

(Alaſle that pleaſure is not cuer _ | 

But like an herbe that buddeth with a er, 

Should with atroſt againe away begliding. _ 
\Vhy haue the-gods Loues-queen immortal made, 
And yethirioyes like withered grafle do fade? 


But now he mournes and pleaſure muſtnot dure, 

Hedtor is dead: and thanſns doth it periſh, 

While Hector liu'de they thoughtthemſelues ſecure, 

But ſince his death none can the Troyens cheriſh. 
Ech man can mourne but none can comfort make, 
Al Trcy doth greeue ſo much for Hedors fake. 


Poore Paris he is ina world of woes, 

Legions of ſorrowes do poſleſſe his heart: 

And as a manal mal-content he goes, 

QOrlike an ator 1n atragike part. 
In muttering words vnto himſelfe he talkes, 
Andthen he ſtands and (ighes,and then he walkes. 


Stopping his pace as doth atroubled wight | 
That goes, then ſtands, and then turnes backe againe, 
Hiding his face he hates to ſee the light, 
For darkeneſſe fits a melancholy braine. 

oy he wil ſometime lift vp his cies, 

An 


lylooke at Hedfor as he lies. 
gall ! C 3 Thus 


> Troys Lament ation for the 
rmroy or eicaniaſnd, 

HD in gricfe: , 
| ans Lag, antegr\-2 ſorrowes blaſed, 
By ſhrikes and teares which women giuesreliefe. 
 . <Butgreateſt windes are when there is noraine, 
. + Andſoin fighsthus Paris doth complaine, 


CO) heauens (quoth he) why are you ſo vniuſt, 
To hea ana 006 on Art can bcare? 
Why did youlay my gloric inthe duſt, 
| _  Andyer torment mewith a greater feare. 
þ | Did youme vPpe into your boſome take, 
-.\p; "PG c intothe S/ygien lake ? 
Was Paris borneto be his Countreys bane ? 
Were Goddeſſes conſpiring therevnto ? 
Did Yenw therefore into Greece me traine 
ThatrTIſhould bethe inſtrument of woe ? 
do the Gods poore 1lions death conſpire, 
Fa And make men fay thatI fet Troy on hire ? 
\ The cauſe was iuſtthatin the Leg #4» ſeas, 
I Launcht my ſhip and hoiſted ſaile amaine - 
Bending for Greece, I did not goe to picaſc 
Laſciuious wilas ſo vniulthe _ SIEM 
For though thatſhe my hart did nighly tuch, 
Yerwere there Zak did = 4 much, 


Proude Telamon borne in Achaialand, 


me 


_ .._ . With-heldbyforcefaire Exion mine Aunt: 


The pride of whom fo nigh our harts did ſtand, 
That Grecians ſhould in Troyan conqueſts vaunt. 
T hatſweetReuecnge did bid vs ſeeke awaic, 
Torid ourfriend that did in bondage ſtate. 
My fatherthenforhirhis ſiſter deare, 
. Didcalacounſell crauingrtheiraduile: 
'  Andeuerieone ſpake Pro c> contra there, 
In waightie cauſes ſo itis the guiſe. 


 Eche manto ſpeake what heth in his breſt, 
Andthen the king ſerdowne what likes him belt. 


Some 


es _ of =_ 

Some led by reaſon tit very meet, 
(Noteuery one can nur chingoſorekee). 
Thar we fhould now ereft amighty fleere, 
And make for Greece in al the haſt mightbe, 
Eyther to loſe mine Aunt from our hir tether, 
Orelſe torape ſome Grecian Lady hether. 


Of this aduiſe was that perm 6 
My brother deare and eke a worthy knight: 
nd vnto him aſſent did Troyles, 
For well they knew our valure and our might. 
And with their iudgements was my liking ſeene, 
| Hauing my leſſon taughtme by. Loues-queene. 
Beſides, Reuenge did hammerin our heads, / 
And cke a care tocaſc our fathers woe: 
Our mightin men, in armes, in ſtately ſteeds, 
My fathers griefe, our right doealfay goc. 
The king himſelfe approoutd our counſell well, 
But then ſome others gan himthus totel. 


My Lord(quoth Hedor)I, thatgals my heart, 

My woes redouble when I doe him name, 

I feele my ſences ftromtheirſubiets part, 

And (corchingighes my troubled foule inflame. 
Q, had his verdit yetbeene withthereſt, 
Suchſtormes had neuer beaten in my breſt. 


His prudent counſel did diſſuade from warre, 
His courage though did manage {tiltheſame, 
Twixt Greekes wy a there was an auncient iar, 
V hich eueric man did with reuenge inflame. 
But he whoſe hart was neuer yeraffraid, | 
In wiſedome wiſhed peace, and thus he faid. 


My Lord {(quoth he) and cke my father deere, 
Whoſe ſage aduiſe with reuerence I doe honour: 
Pleaſc it your grace benignly me to hearc, 
Speaking by ſupport of your high fauqur, 
'  Andceketopardon hit be ſaid amiſſe, 
Touching the voyage this my iudgement 15. 
4 


| Ti 
I know right well 


$ Lament ation for the 

force of Natures might, 

Nothing 1s ſweeterthanreuenge to man: 

When very beaſts of wrongs themſclues wilright, 

And renderlike for like in whatthey can. 
Then needs your hart muſt for reuengementlong, 
That haueſultainde by Greekes ſo great a wrong, 


But yet you {ce their power is very great, 
(I ſpeake northis for cowardile or dread : 


For Gods do know my ſoule dooth inlic frer, 
Til Imayreaptheproudeſt Grecians head. 


©. 


 Andyetſo 
Cannot 


And1n their bloud I bathe my thirſtic bl ade, 
Thatsneuer quencht,ſo much am 7atraide.) 


Butthis I ſay the Grecian force is great, 


 Ewropeande A frick doe ſupport their might: 


The men are Warlike and they will intreat, 

A weaker foe with termes of vile deſpight. 
I wiſh thattherefore you be wel aduiſed, 
Before your purpole yet beenterpriſed. 


. F/aisrich, and weinpeace now flouriſh, 


Preſume not though on- Fortune for a ſmile: 
For though that Trey atroope of Gallantsnovriſh, 
And men reſolude, yetſhe may al beguile. | 


 Thentruſtnothirwhoſe truth was neuer knowne, 


*«<Berrer fit ſtil then riſe and ouverthrowne. 

a wrong done in deſpite, 
dtcoodad by vokle ied; 
Peſants may beare,bur Kings muſt needes requite 
Abuſes offred, when they doe them finde, 
Wong in contempt, intended to diſgrace, 
Whoſe thoughtsare lefle,deferue alowerplace. 


oy ro repro ms may _ 
uch high marrers deepe indgement doe require: 
L Rd blaſt may ouerthrow vs al, Io 


_ Onelittle ſparke may ſer al Troy on hire. 


Reſpe rhe ende, nings oft are faire, 
\dpromil TA in deſpaire. m_ 
tke 


Death of Helitor.. | Pts 
L ike to the flattering face of Phebus bright, 7 
Thar in the morne hus curreine will ynſpread: 
And grace the cert jen CI] 
I world his beamy-gorge SaT: 
Then by and by his ill throwd, ret 
*Withinthe com x 


Mine Auntis dere. The wrongnortto be borne, 

Hir bondage baſe. Your ſorrow full of danger. 

Inſulting greekes ech Troian hartdoth ſcore, 

_ Yerwatch your time whereinto worke your anger. 

| Andthenpowredowneyour wrath Arviolls fall, / 
Andcruſh the braines of cach an ſcull 


Soſhall your purpoſe take his ſound | 
This ſu _—_— may repentance breed: 
Then for your ſelte and countries wealreſpeR, 
Andof their forceand malice take good heed. 
| Better mine Aunt ſhould yerin bondage tarry, 

Then for hir fake both you and Troy muſcarry. 

nes haueI told my mind, 

Wiſhingtoo 


thatyounotartt 
The ſpitcfull Greckes. Tine will oecatoa ith 
Whereby you ſhall repay their high c 
 Then(hall this hand imbrued in theyr blood, 
Worke their decay and do my country 
Bur if your mightie courage ſcorne to abide, 
From ſwif — impatient of delay: 
Then is your ſtate in fortunes ballance tride, 
And youl feare be found too light to waygh 
With maſly Greekes, Heauens grantit provenot fo 
Ifinto Greece my brother Paris go.” - 


Wirh thathe ceaſt. But now heis deceaſed, 

© h, heauen-borne HedFor how ſhallI lamenethee? 

Forin yo wane my hope of life deceaſed, 

O now tillnow I neuer didrepentme, 
That ere I didthis voiage vndertake, 

' Hedtorirgreu's me —_ thy ſake. 


— 


a. 


Thus to your hi 


Ot 


Of his aduiſe was Helenus my brother, 
A man well ſcene in Circes magickſeaes: © 
And ofthar counſellwas there yeranother, 
Who OI all chefe it did not pleaſe. 
Beſides «which did cry, 
What will you dofalaswe all ſhall die; 
My Fatier yet whom nothing could content, 
Till ſome reuenge were had on Aiax pride: 
For me hisſoaneinſecrethath heſent, 
£nd for my Ne beſide. 
 Giuing vs charge our ſhips we ready make, 
faile from Greece i. a, there to take. 
did I goe commaunded by the Kinge, 
good forto redeme mine Aunt: 
Or elſe from thence ſome pearle ot price to bring, 
Inlieu of hir, This did my Farher grant. 
Venus belides fayd to me Parzs goc, (our woe? 
 * Whonow would thinke this hauc wrought 


Bur heauens. and Gods, and fares, and all conſpirde, 

Our vrrer ruins and greatouerthrow: | 

Alas my heart with inward griefc is fierd, 

Bil:ows of tighs the flames t f do blow. 
fu y braine png noncr cleares, 

Thusdol livefortheeinſighsand teares. * 

But now norſighs norfeare can ſhew my gricte, 

Heftor what ſhall [therefore do tor thee? - 

Shall I from L#the borrow ſome releete? 

Or from thatwofull wailing Njobe? ; 

That mourn'd ſolongrill ſhe became a ſtone, 

Ono thouglorieſtinreucnge alone. 

Then ſhall this hand for thee reuengment take, 

If thouſands ſoules for thee reuenge may be 

Vponthe Greekesſuch hanock will I make, - 

As they ſhall thinke that HeFor lives in me. 

now to worke this barbarons route that trouble, 


Merthinkes I fcelemy force and ſtrength redouble. 
; : Champion 


Thus 
My 


Death of Helter. _ 
ChampionlI am for Yenwsnowno 7 


ButIam Champion now for Hefors ſoule: | 
Ohelpeme 44aors I'doe thee implore, - 
And inthy Warlike booke my name inroule. ' 
C4 mong the Martial fauourd bythy might, 
ThatIreuenge may worke in Heeors right. | 
 Nowſhal my ſwordplow vpthe Greckiſh ground, ' 
Where ada a mn 6 > | pt + 
Andin the furrowesſhaltheir bloud abound; - 
That pitious wights ſhall ready be ty ſhout, 
© Toſcewhatnuers of their bloud ſhal low; _ *- 
And bone-pau'd waies for paſlengersto'ga, = 
Their heads and harts togither whinda "2101 0 
Making ſuch heapes as they that ſee thal wonder: 
Their carcaſes which I doe holdefovite,.. :-, _ 
Shalallin pecce-mealethere be torneaſunder.. - | | 
And when my weane armewould faintwith paine, 
Ilethinke on thee and then begin againe. 
Thus wil I ew a paſſagethrough their troopes, | 
Glutting m pat Karts ali $6 63240 
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name; 


(Then did he kifle his Curtelax;, 
This wil I doe (O Heer inch cls 20 
Who hadlt thoy liu'd, vo we donetheſame. 
Theagedbing hath rabey yopr mn amis . 


And Lions courage inhis Lambe-like yeares;, ,/ | 
In thy reuenge the Troyaps vow to hight, 0 
And tearcthe "aha pkg you rag." , -Bears,,-., 

Hungry of bloud and renting with their pawes,,: ' | 

Thus have we vowdreuenge in Hedfors caule. 1 _ 
This ſaid;heſtept ro Heffor where he lay, .j; 1, + +7 
Ineeling him downe acpgngk the MOurncyucrew: -, 
His fable weeds I faw him throw away, . :-,/\ ©, 
Bur what his meaning Lemans; al. t7, 
© Vnlcſſethe Greekes then roafſaile he ment, 


Taking his] fHedor ere hewent. 
aking his leaue of Hector © ie Nex 


_ 


 Hirdaintietreffes farremore purethangolde, 
 Earthes mettalis too baſe to make compare, 


 O whata murder had ſhe done that day ? 


The {tluer teares dftiltn 
c 
A _ ſtreame ermhncrh © 
An 


| Thusdooth ſhe wetpeand 


Troyes Lamenta ionforthe 


* Nexthim came inthatgallant Grecian dame, 


Pride ofher Countrey, mirror of hir kind: 
Earths only ſtarre, from whoſe faire beames there came, 
Hear to inflame with loue the coldeſt minde. 
Beauties exiſtance, Ioy of ſpeculation, 
Helens (weetſelfe, a word of admiration. 
She wept and wailde and tore hir gokden haire, 


With that which thoughts diuinely doth vnfolde. 
Yerthis ſherare and threw it from hir head, 
 Whenſhe beheld hir brother He&or dead. 
O now the murderthat hir hand had wrought, 
If with thoſe hairesſhe ſhould haue throwne away 
The ſeuecral harts that every haire had caught, 


Then had hir ſhame beene regiſtred in bloud, 
As now hirfame in beautie long hath ſtood. 
een? My fel 

c s: 
ic Oupidlics, 
drinks the NetFarthat the fountaine yeclds. 
Til ſtormie {ighes doe make the boy to quake, 
Andforcehim thence his winged flight totake. 

| 1d reares aboundantſhowre, 

Which bluſtering windes do drive from offhir face: 
And then they falvpon tharſnowie towre | 
Her necke, andrthence into a lower place. 

Til arthelaſt they in her boſomereſt, 

who concht wasthere mightthinke that he was bleſt. 
Such were heteates of Nbjons Sreliafaire, | 
Which ifrcontintial rarmmngſhedid ſhed: 
And ſuch herſighes which Ecchoed in the aire, 
When ſhe heard fay hir Afrophil was dead. 

Two ſo ſweet creaturesneuer mournde afore, 

But Helens griefe was'far exceeding more. 


Run downe hir checkes 


ec 


For 


. 
% 
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Death of Hettor. 
For now ſhe fares like one that frantike is, 
She weepes, ſhe —_——— — doth ſhe 
If cuer Tellus lou'd acreatures kifle 
Now isihe proud when Helen kiſtrhe 
Andwhen hir cies thoſe Orbes of T ro ate cloſed, 
The heauens to raine doſhewthemſclues diſpoſed. 


4 


The drooping clouds in foggie miſts deſcend, 


Troy ſeemethdarke ſo long as ſheis dead, 
And til againe her cies their light doe ſend, 
Tocleere the vapours thatare ouerſpred, | 

Continuallhowling they about hur keepe, 

Whoſe ſhrikes awake hir from hir coathing leepe. 
Then ſhe Gradatim heaued vp her cies, 
C1 ndbloud gone backeretyrde into herface: 
The duskie weather cleered mn the skies, 
When ſhe gaue light vnto that gloomie place. 

Thus heauens are dark and ſhine when ſhe's bright, 
_. Soſheagoddeſſe made both day and night. 


Then as hir ſenſes did returne agai 
To that faire ſubie& wherethey loufdto tarry : 
Speaking like one that had a troubled braine, 
Oreclſe whoſe hart did ſundry torments carrie. 
With halfe-ſtopt breath ſhe murrred ſoftly ſaying, 
Hettor dead; T rey gone, 1,1 al decaying. 
Wirh that ſhe ſtarted and began a-freſh, - 
Renting hir p— forth hir breſts : 
She profered violence to hir tender fleſh, 
Bur feareful hands denide ſuch bolderequeſts. 


What violent hand doth touch, and yetnot wither, 


The throne whereal the Graces ſittogjther ? 


Thou cruel Pyrrhas glutton-thirſting bloud, 
Curſt is thy hand thatkilde (o faire a maid: 
Vpon whoſe forhead beautie crauing ſtood, 
Andyetthy hand hathnorfrom murther ſtaid. 
Curſtbethy ſire, thy ſelfe to death be done, 
Yekilde a king, a Virgin, and his ſonne. 


D 3 | Then 
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| Troys Lamentation for the 
Thendid ſhe goe to Hedor where he lay, 
Weeping vpon him in excecl>iucraine: 
And with her angels voice ſhe gan to ſay, | 
Heffor, (weet Hedor O reuiue againe. 
With that methoughtI ſaw him heaue his head, 
She ſhrikrfor joy, but he againe was dead. 
Inturious Pearce huſwiucs of mans life, 
Thar ſpin the threads and cut them off at pleaſure : 
Oc< tropos why did thy fatal knife 
Cur offfrom Troy ſo rich and great a treaſure. 
And Lacheſis why did{t not thou ſtill ſpin, 
Sweet Hetfors lite thateucrſhould begin. * 
Butall iniurious with cruel ſpight, 
Ye ſhortred haue this worthy Hedors daics : 
Why doe younotreſtore his cics tolight, 
Now thatthe voice of ſuch an angell prayes? 
O were you menand bad meponer > 
 ArHelenspraier Hefor necedes ſhould hue. 


ews tunes reioice, 


Could trees and ſtones, in Orph 
Was he ſopleaſing,and dunbe things ſowirty ? 
Andſhallan —_—_ with humble voice 

v4 at your graces, and you ſhew no pittic ? 

' Butnow your poweris not life to reſtore, 
Yetwaſt your powre thaue let him liu'd atore. 

But ah tc pamegts that ſhe then indured, 

| Whenfalſe illuſion -+ +5299" 98-"t | 

Of He#torslife hir (elfe ſhe halte affurcd, / 

| Whenhe(Godknowes)lept in ctcrnalnight. 


Then was her greefe aterthan betore, 
_  Andhopedcluded madehirtormentmore. 
Liketo a Sayler beaten onthe {cas, = 


With boiſterous tempelts and ourcagious ethos: 

Long wiſhing land for hisrepoſedealc, 

" Thar 
An 


Hoping to fing for ſorrowe ſome remorſe. 


ics by chance ſome carth-berokning formes. 


ſpi 
dt makes amainc torhem with ſpeedie come, 
Bur 


_ . GloryofTy 


Death of Hettor. 
Burt when he comes to his defired ken, 
And theredoth find nor how nor figne of land : 
Olillie man how is he greeued then, © A. 
That euer hope did beare hint ſoin hand? k 
T hen tals his hope, he vnder hatches goes, - 
Leauing his life to N eptane to diſpoſe. 


Thus was ſhe toſt the ſweeteſt ſoule aliue, 

Bilioes of water beate within hir breaſt: 

No Phebusfaire thevapors darkmay driue, 

From that ſweet Sphere whereon they were poſleſt, 
Sorrow itſelfe I thinke did loue hir ſo, | 
That cuen for loue twas loth awaie to goc. © 


For whenſhe ſpake (at length ſhe ganto ſpeake}) 
«(Things thatare ickeedns i OTE 
With greefe and dolour did hir ſilence breake, 
And cuerie word of ſorrowe hadartaſt. 
Then inthe anguith ofan heauic harr, 
To Hettor thus hir mind ſhe did impart. 


Hedor (quothſhe)O thouthar wert our ſtaie, 
More are the cares which I for thee ſuſtaine: 
Then were the woes of faithful Inl;a, * 
Though for hir Lords loue ſhe hir (cle hath ſhine. 
Yercan I neuerbe ſufficient ſorie, 
Scing thee dead that werrt our only glorie. 


and wonder of the World, 
Gemot ds knight-hoods full ſufhfance 
Ah, why hath Fortune now hir wheele ſo hurld, 
To throw thee downe that wert our whole affurance ? 
While thou didſtlive I anchoredinthy might, 
Now Hed#ors dead, who ſhal for Helen fight? 


Woes me /alas)this day the Fates conſpire, 
To worke my 1uincand my endlefle vvoe: 
Novy ſhall the Greekes enioy their full delire, 
AndI vvith home-ſpun Menalay (hal goe. 
Eyther tq be vvith him a loathed vvite, 


Orelle hauc tudgement heretoloſe my life. 
D 4 - Hard 


Shel Troys Lamentation for the 
Hard is the Laborinth thatTI labourin, 
Deadly thedrift that Iam drivento, * 
If goe backe, al Greece derides my finne, 
If hereI ſtay, I die, thars bettertho, | 
adders and move, 
Thenliue contemnd, who honourd was before. 
Yetwilmy Paris fight in my defence, 
So hath he vow'dfor me and He#ors lake : 
CLchilles treaſon wil herecompence, 
Orelſe ſuch hurly-burly will he make, 
As wel the Greeks his vengeance greatſhall know, 
Thus ina furic did my Paris vow. . 


But (ah)my loueleaue offthatreſolution, 
T roylus and Deiphobus ſhal fight for thee : 


Workenotat once my whole confuſion, 
Sta ho mcand 


to comfort me. 
or if that thou ſhouldſt cke by chance miſcarry, 


What were the greefes thatin my hart would tarry ? 


The ſweet yong T'reils that is yonder mourning, 

Towhom thou art, and HetFor was ſo deere: 

Shal for you both with puiſſant hand be turning, 

His hardie foes vntoa ſeare. 

Heſhal ement for my Paris make, 

Which thoudidſt vow todoe for Hedtors ſake, 

Then didſhe fly to Paris as he went, 

Throwing hir Lyorie armes about his neck: 

Criyngthe hower of hir like was ſpent, 

If vato hirhe had not due reſpeR. ; 
O ſtay with me, andifthouneceds mult die, Ws 
Wele dietogidher, and togither lie. | 

But he whom now both louc and wrath had {worne 

To be reuenged for his brothers death : 

Theſe faire perſwaſions ſcemde to hold in ſcorne, 

eLlt ſhe praid him, that was as the breath 
Oflite ro him, his vow he would not miſle, 

He thus reſolufd they parted with a kiſle. 


Death of Hetr 
A kifſe Free kills, for the diditay long, | 
Ch ves Lond ramcng 
u 1s ippes, na 
His ſigh-burnt lunges an aire that made them bleſt 

So neuer any had attaind ſuch blifſe, 

Hadnot faltteares been mingled with that kiffe. 
Then to hir mourning did ſhe fall anew, 
Weeping for Hefor, and for Paris praieng; 

This twofolde griefe ſo chang*d hir roſy hew, 
Thar glorious beautie ſeemd ro be decaying, 

Bur chatit mighrnot part from ſuchaplace, 

No more then*t could from morning Srellaes face: 
Yet was ſhe changd, whom doth not forrow breake? 
The ſweeteſt flowers ſooneſt are a fading; 
Beaurie is mighrie; yet hir ſtrength but weake, 

If heauie care do once become hir lading, 
Hir vertue ſtrong triumphing ouer all, 
Hir ſubſtance though moſt {1bicR vnro fall. 
The meagre palenes of that frerfull worme, 
Sitteth ſonere ro cach trne mourners skin: 
T hat ſhe that whilom was of luſty forme, 
Through ſlorrowes angerlooketh now but thinz | | 
Thus Helen, faire Helen began to fade, = 
On whom the Gods the Sunne of beauty laid. © 


Sooner doth fall the Roſe then doth the Nettle, 
The huſwviues cloth our-laſts the ſilken ewine, 
The brier brags when googdly Oakes do ſettle, 
Phebus goes downe before that Cinrhia ſhine; . 
Thing'*s of eſteem do fall when worle are ſtayd, 
So Helen,faire Helen began ro fade. 


Alas that Hefor is not Gun ill, | 

That Helens beautie might haue floriſhteuer: 

O it ſuch worthies muſt dcarh rites fulfill, 

And neither forme, norttr may them deliger, 
my doſo many menin'theſcourdaies, 


. 
; | = . f 7 5 
| 3 g 0 
» 

« ; 5 KEDS : My + 

. R _—_ ie tad. ph * "I a nn i: $34 oh "3x oF. 2” Bw 

_ a » s” "1 gs ER in ſo n Fl F7) "wp ET $4 LN ls 1 LE.” IS 7- Er WM, / a * ,, GR IR 
— AT 4a ng} | + 5 A EO YET EF = Os EN en TIS © Ee OY RON I te PEE LEST IS EG > Y 

T7 Tf COD. nt m4 EYES Lanes , nds oo os IEEE EE LOBE Mb nds OL EE Sp 
£3 Vo bow SE ERS - OT ATR LES W- ous do MG" x23 2, op: Fig ra IT 8 v- - o , : Y 
"© 47 6: Cong —- 2 4: a T7 OE ad 5 a 
$65 A uo" oY a a; A "Ee 3 g o'S = 


| Trey: Lamentatron for the | 
They make their houſes like to goodly townes, 
Proud ſtately turrexs menacing the ſtarres: 
 Theydorot know that fortune ſometime frownes, 

, Howandieat Citties are defac*d by warres. 

| Poore Troy and Yerlam can declare ofolde, 
Thatfame doth lic in neither ſtones nor gould. 
Nor do they thinke they can live cuer here, 
ears. — aber that cannot be: -/ 

Why mightie buildings reare, 
Making in clay their lives zternitic. 

| Knowing not whenthey can nolonger laſt, 
Fame dies with them and honour all doth waſt. 


Thenlet him liue for cyer, andin honour, 
Riding triumphantin fames golden Carre: | 
That holdesche pen and ſword ſo high in fauour, 
And by his bounty guerdons both ſo farre, 
As when the pen TNOG, 
The ſword hath ſorne for ay to guard the ſame, 


\ Olet tharman forcuer beadoradj, ._ 
Build him a temple on Persaſſs hill: 
Sing of him muſes whom he neuer ſcornd, 
Sound warlike trumpets with his fill 
Theempry aire;t r blaſe his tame, 
That loues youboth, Ocuer praiſe his name. 
' Butnow.is Helewweeping all this while, 
| No worlds delight can make hir leaue lamenting; 
Hir hart of griete is now becomean Anuile, 
Sorrow doth bed and ſighs are ſtill tormenting, 
ONIInges fe paner ſprite, 
| Shefayd to Heffor thus andbad me write. 
. Ay me(ſweere Hefor) how am I tormented? 
fulnes of wrath is powrd downe on me: 
If cuer womans ſtate was yetlamen 
Mine may be waild that now bevy thee. 
O mightI die I ſhould heayens ircfulfill, 
* Butnow they makemelivetoplague me ſtill. They 


Death of” Heitor 
They make meliue to ſee ſweer Hedfor dead, 
Thisis the torment wherewithall they greeye me: 
A greater plague could not hang ore my head, 
And that they knew, for nothing canrelecue me, 

Vnleſſethey will reſtore thy life againe, 

Whom they in anger haue vntimely flaine. 
But(ah) they did itfor my laſting paine, G 
Framing atorture to endure for cuer: _\ 
This was procurde by Ines iclfous braine, 
Who works my woe by _— of; pre rendeuour. 

Only bycauſe ſhe went without the ball 


That Yenws gor, thus doth ſhe plague vs all. 


And now thou dearling of the world moſt deare, 
By theeit is ſhe works hur high deſpight : 
openy hope e of thoſe beamys cleare, 
By which thy life did lend thine eies their light. 
Then giuing our in hir hate moſt enuious, 
That Helex was cauſe to make me odious, 


Thus doe live of all the world deſpiſde, 
The T royans harts doe inwardlic repine: + 
And though their formes be outwardlic miſguiſde, 
Their thoughts perſwade them that the fault was mine, 
That this our flower, our piller, and our ſtaie, 
Did fade,did fall, chrough death didf lic away. 


But HedZor now I doc appeale tothee, \ 

And vnto witneſle doe call thy ghoſt: 

If thou vvert not as dearelie lou'de of me, 

As of the wight that could affe& thee moſt. 
' While thou did(t liue I lou'd thy vertues euer, 
eLndlincethy death my hart al ioyes doth ſeuer, 


O ſpeake A ndromach and Heenbaſpeake, 

How did my foulc it ſelfe to ſorrow yeeld ? 

When we with him in weeping tearmes did breake, 

Touching thedreame, diſwading him the held. 
How did poore Helen his life a you, 


As with your ſelues his death ſhe now ? 
| TR Ba || For 


\ 


/ 


|  Troys Lamentation for the 
For who (alaſſe) hath greater cauſe to mourne, 
And incoatinyall teares lament his death : 
Streamingatidethax neuer dothreturne, 
Then ſhe,to whom his life vvas liuing breath. 
For though through Troy a deadly ſmart be found, 
Yet mine is molt who neerlic ſecks the wound. 


The Gods conſpirde, it vvas not Helens faulr, 

That Hefor dies or if that Troy ſhall burne : 

Inno from heauen poore 1{on doth aſſault, 

Andall hirforce againſtit doth ſhe turne. 

> Whowarres vvuh Gods and comesnotto the worſt? 
Then Tanos caulethat Troy decayeth ficit. 


Venus belides commaunded meto come, 
And ſent hir Cypid to prepare the vvay: 
Then how vniuſtlic am 1 de by ſome ? 
Saying, Helen the vvhore wrought Troys decay. 
For if the Gods decreed it thus before, 
It vvas their vvils, and Helen is no whore. 


But vvho vvould think that heauens ſhould malice bear? 
Thatthcir perfe&tion ſhould admir of anger : 
An oughie forme ingendring gaſltlie feare, 
CL monſter foule preſaging nought bur _ 
Who vyould ſuppoſe ſo huge & vile a bealt, 
Tolic and harbour in a Goddeſſe breſt ? 
Yet this did Iwno foſter in hirlap, 
Tuno vniuſt both vnto Troy and me: 
 Andinhir mallice hath ſhelaidatrap, 
How Troy ſhould periſh, andI rorturde be. 
of Which both are done by cutting He&orſhort,' |, 
TroysonlieCaltle, Helenschieteſt fort, 5 
With that ſhe vveeping wrung hir hands and cride, 
Hettor O Hettor, this was all the ſaid: 
Then did ſhe ſear hir by hir ſiſters {ide, | 
Where ſtill ſhe yveepes,but hen hir ſpeech was ſtaide, 
Sorrovve forlt ſilence, griete orc-came hit harrt, 
And thus afainedid at an helliſh part, 


The 
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| Duhof Holt,” * 
The Tro3an Noblesalllamentedrhere, 

In ſable garments fitting totheir woe: / 
Deiphobus and Troylue with aheauie cheere, - 
For Hee/ors death doe wander to and fro. 
The people toodoe make a dolefull noiſe, 
And call on Hec#or jointly in onevoice. 


He#or, O Hetor from a troubled ſpirit, 


They cric amaineas if they would himpull 

From death to life, bet his cies W light, 

Which now was ſunke into his hoWlovv ſcul. 
He#tor, O Hedtor, Heftor thus they cric, 
Who being dead they all doſeeme todie. 


Then doe they vvalke all mal-contentabour, 
From placeto place not knovving where toreſt: 
Sometime they ſtand and giue a1nounſtrous ſhout, 
Like to the yell ofa man i any beaſt. 

And then returne to Hiettor vyhere helies, 


The men in grones, the VVomenin outcries, | 


Like to the kindeand loningnaturdsBees, 
That ſ\ivarme togither if but one be greened: 
Whichleaues his hiue and ſeeketh hollovyrrees, 
They fly with him and looke he berelceued. 
umming they. mourne as itrhey felt his greete, 
So they canfarrow butiend norelecte.. - 


Then as. aRam that doeth retire back, 
To make returne with greater violentforce : 
Sowil theſe folks their cries ounragious flacke, 
And golamenring ſtill from Hedors corfe. 

Till by and by : willreturne aganes, | 

 Shriking in ceares, kke thunderclaps in raine. 
Orlike the billovy beating on the ſhore, 
Tharfals off gentlic making licclenoife't' > 
But when hc comes againe doth rage1o fore, 
As men tat oft mayheare his raging voice. | 


- 


Swellingvvith tome through L,oetmpuſting pride, 


Sodo they yell when they're _ Hed (ide, 


3 They 


Theyvreep hey nalleatey moan ghey fretyrichanger 
fn | A mou | anger; 
They Paoc gan Aon vor reuenge for Heetors ſake : 
Their harts axgebaldned through their preſent danger, 
Although for greefe they driery wailings make. 

Thus al amaſde they wander to and fro, 

His life did pleaſe, his death did irke them ſo. 
They curſe e L chilles inthis birger rage, [a 
They trowne; they grin, their ccerh they ſternly whet : 
| Likedeſperate menthey ſay nought ſhalaſlwage 
Theirire but bloud, on bloud they al are ſer. 

But why do we AMehillesname 3 They ſay, 

Which heauens pollutes & darks the brightſom day? 


Alas poore Troy what wight can cre bewaile, 
And notlacke wordsto write thy greatlamentings : 
Totell thy yvoes euen /eremie might faile, 
That writ ſo well Jers/a/ems wamentings. 
| Forwhocanforththy cruell tortures ſound? 
Not angels rgongs though ſuch on carth were found, 


How doethey criealong through cuery ſtreet 
With clouatatearad and faccs aſhicpale? 
What mourner dothrnot witha mourner meet? 
When they togither rela doleful cale. 
Here menlament, there women gaſltliecrie, 

There virgjnes ſhrikes dapierce the azure skie; 0 


Now every one dothread theirowne decay, 
The Wiucs do crie, now ſhal we liue to ſee 
Our husbandsflaine; The men againe can ſay, 
The time's not farre, we alſhal ſpoiled be. 
And then togither doe they crieat once, 
Novv (hal ourbabes be daſhtagainſt che ſtones; +: 


Our daughters rauiſht, and our ſonnes beſlaine, 
Our friends be murderd and ourelucs and all: 
Then do they weepe.inſuch aboundantraine, + 
Such laſting ſhowergfrom the clouds doe tal, 5! + 
_ As Treydid ſeermein thattear-ſhowring ſtound, '* 
Not liketo butne; bnt rathet like to drownd. 


- 
, 


Thus | 


 Deathof Helter. | 

Thus doe they mourne the moſt diſtreſſed wights, 
On whom the Gods did in ſuch vengeance frowne: 
That heauendepriufd them of their vvonted lights, 
For Troy ſeernd darke when HetFor was pur dovvne. 

Hettor they cal, and they may cal their fill, 

For he is dead, and they areweeping ſtill. 
Then did Tres ghoſt againeto me a m_ y 
Goe thou = ſhe fy ro pp ton tins: 
Bid hir take heed ſhe holde hir Hefor deere, 
And welregard him while he liuing is. 

For vvhen he dies as dooth poore lon heere, 

So vvil faire <Mlbzon ſorrow then I feare. 


She vaniſhtthen,and thanktme for my paines, 
Although (quoth ſhe) few others wil doe fo: 
Wile heads wil deem* too light by manie graines 
For vvho(alas) can rightlie weigh my vvoc? 

My woeand erieferins s can neuertel, 


Butnow g1 ue Hefor this, and ſo farewel. 


For that (my Lord).7bring it vntoyou, 

For other Hedor Albion novv hath none: 

Though valiant knights faire Eng/and hath inow, 

Whoſe worthy fames throughout the world are known, 

And cke whoſe names ſhal one day forth be ſhovvne. 
Yer but one He##or hath our Countrey tride : 
Prudentin peace, in Warres an expert guide. 
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eAnOldeWomansTale in a 
her ſolitarie Cell. BE: 


T fel aboutthar time ofthe yeare, 
When Phebw with his beamis cieer, Y 43 
Looked on Tellus with a pleaſant face Hs 
Almoſt from the top of the higheſt place 
Of his ſtately throne, where he in pomperideth, 
And through the heauens (as him iP 4 I 
Carried on Palfreis, whoſe wondrous ſwift pace 
Circuit the Welkin ind daies ſpace, 
So faſt they wend andneuer tyre. - © 
Itpleaſd him now with his remperate fire, 
To qr wx and moyſture ſoot 
Both in the branch and alſo in theroot, 
And with the countnance of his beamis ſheen, 
To make therrees and the grafle greene: 
In the month that hight Flower of the Spring, 
Wherein birds ae. tunc and ſing, 
And flowers arethe groundembellithing 
By reaſon of this looke blandiſhing, 
When fiſhes in the brookes are playing, 
Itwasin May when they go amaying, 
COnceon a morning in this goodly ride. 
When Lwrorainthebrightneſſe of hir pride 
Looked fo freſhlie on vs heere, 
That cuery manby himſelfe, or with his fere, 
She doth inuite to walke abroad, 
And with hir in the fields to make ſome aboad, 
I walked forth my lelfe alone, ; 


Toſce the plealures Floradothlon 
F To 


An Olde Womans T ale. 
tn, 
w us, 1t 
ThatasI wentthroigh athick Wood, 
Where trees by trees ſonigh ſtood, 
And their leaucs are ſo togither gone, 
That 8-/doth ſcarſcly his lightihowne 
To them tharthorough there paſſe. 
*etlengrh I light ona fine hes, ; 

Strongly cnuironed with trees faire, 

Through which there came apleaſanr aire, 
That breathed ſvvectly through leaues whiſtling 
Where birds on the boughs do chirpe and ſing, 
Where pleaſant fountaines ſweetly are flowing, 
And on whoſe banks flowers dainty are growing 
like to alittle Paradiſe. 

*Now in this ſtound buſic were minecies, 

To ſecke and ſerch in eucric nooke, 

What pleaſure pre gog yetbe tooke, 
And what delight I might ſtil] haue, 

At I light on a hollovy Caue, 


Toearthand 


- | Into whichleſſewiſethen hardy: 


I vvent, putting my life in icopardic. 

For it might haue becne the Denofa Lion, 
Ortheplaceof ſume monſtrous Dragon, 

_ Orrauenous Wolucs might haue beene there, 
Or ſome deuouring hungrie Beare. 

But as Fortune would ir tell, 

For it hapt as I ſhalnovy tell. 

*When 7 was into the caue ycome, 

I hadno ſooner ſer footin theroome, 

But an olde Woman of looke thin and pale, 
For alack) melancholie makes bloud faile, 
iallie if Age be fieting therevnto, 

hen muſt cheJuſtic red awaic go, 

And meagre bluneſle fit in his place, 

Such God wot was this old womans face, 


Which time and care had well furrow cd > 


VVith 


An Olde Womans T ale. | 
With wrincles deepe, fo long ſhe had ſorrowed 
With bitter teares and inward preeuance, 
Butyer ſure ſeemd to me hir countnance, 
Inly coſhew ſparkes of gentilitic, 
And thatſheliu'd there only through ſomemalady 
Ofdiſcontent me_ great conceaued. ESE 
Shenow hath kindly me receaued , * 
Bidding me welcome with many words faire, 
(Butthere was neither ſtoole nor chaire 
Whereonto (itre, Hermits ſeld been ſtorfd, | 
But with blockes and ſtubs ſuch as the woods afford,) - 
And after ſome words of courſe paling, 
She askt me how I was thither comming. 
Sithens (qd ſhe) with vs itis not viſual 


Tharpaſlengers do amongſt vs fall, 
Our cells _ caues they been ſo deuious, 
And not to trauellers je ur 
They been ſo fencftwith thornes and breers, 
As they ſeldome admitre vs any feres 
To make recourle or to or fro. 
Bur fince it was thy fortune ſo, 
To find this cell which none could cuer 
Eſpic before ſince I came hether, 
I hold it done by the diuine influence, 
And that thou werr led by ſome great proudence, 
Only that I might makerelatiowne, 
Vnto theeot my ſtate vvholly and condifiowne, © 


Otmy cares alland calamitic, 
And why lI liue in this cell ſohtarte. 

Wherefore if thouliſt in good diſcretion, 

Awhile to abide vvithour indignation, 

And to heare vvith gentlenes and patience, 

By and by I vvill do my diligence, 

To acquaint thee withall though it be nought pleaſing 
To thine cares, yetto my hart vvill it be greateaſing. 
Thendidſhe beſtir hir vvith great bulines, | 


Toget a breaktalt in readines, i 
F 2 TS Which 


—— 


Wiiinlhentialaddear aidhroaoy pulfirend pa 
It wasa cup Ct damotrepchne 
| Herewasa high matterina lowe houſe, 
The mountaines ſweld and brought forth a mouſe. * 
Bur yer the giuer made the gift grear, 
me thought it was then arich banquet, 
The author made the gift ſo pretious. 
For who would be at ſuch a time curious, 
Orfill his mind with diſdaine ? but rather requite, 
For the Widdow gauempchthat gaue but a mite, 
_ Giftsare As are taken. | 
Bur now to hir ralke hath ſhe hir betaken, 
The breakefaſt isdone ne — dure, . 
For there was no daintiesto teed on ſure. 
And then with a countnance ſad & words mildly ſpoken 
With teares blended, ſhe hath with me broken. 
Itis (faith ſhe) no wonder in the courſe of Fortune, 
Though ſhe do not in one thing long continue, 
She is aye ſo full of alteration, 
Offickleneſle and variation : 
Sheis ſo brittle and ſo mutable, 
Soinconſtant and ſo changeable, 
e Ls euen now (he willa fazre looke ſhew, 
Smiling vppon thee with a ſmooth brow, 
And glancing witha pleaſingeie, 
And then on a ſudden by and by 
Willſhe Coons vponthee with ſucha frowne, 
AS ſpitefully ſhe*l worke thy deſtructiown, 
Sheis like a Syren that ſweetly will (ing 
When ſhe intends a man to bring 
To his end, or yerhe be aware = | 
Ofhir cruel! poiſon vnder hir face ſofaire. | 
I hold him vnwiſe that wil hir truſt, 
For when he hopes moſt,ſheellay him inthe duſt, 
She is of fo vile and naughtie nature, 
She loueth worſt an honeſt creature. 


But who fo ſcornes hirthrough ſurquedry and a 
| c 


An Olde Wann: T ale. 
She lones to be ſtil by his fide, 
Sheisnotconſtant to —_ 
| Forhow hath ſheby her falſe indeuor, 
Throwndowne Priumfrom his royall chaire, - 
And Hecabs his queene ſo faire ? TEE 
How made ſhe Xerxes ſcape awaicin a whirrie, 
'  Whoſeflectoncethe ſea would (carſe carry ? Fowl 
— How hath ſheto Elftred done ? 


And how cauſd faire Roſamond ro mone? 
ſhe was meanly borne) 


of 


'. Andhow(thou 
Aferetiueandbighcaling.. 
creſtate 
©£ndbrought hirto moſt wofull falling ? 
BucI liſtnotin Examples bide. 
Thus hath shedealt withmebeſide, 
For onceI __ 200 _ ſheweepe, 
*wringing hi San mourning 
«Till 5 helaſ hir teares she ſtaid, 
< Andthen againe thus hath $he ſaid. 
For once I was my ſelfe flourishing, 
Both in vvealth, beautic, and many other thing, 
I was then rich as I am now poore, 
What Fortune lends we mulitreſtore, 
I liufd at pleaſure hauingtluer and gold, 
And I was then yongas Lam now olde, 
And s$hethatis now of pale wrinkled hevv, 
Was then as fresh as any roſe new, 
Luſtye of flesh andcomelie in colour, 
Red mixt with white, pleaſing in fauour. 
Gracing with my lookes both in hall and bowre, 
Bur theſe areal witheredlike this flovver 
Thatis fresh to day and dead to morrovv, 
Alas they benotours we doethem but borrovy 
OfFortune and Nature tvvothatvvil cal _ 
Home for their goods,and take avvaic al 
When ſoitpleaſeth thembuttoſcovvle, 
Alaſſe vve haue neither bondnor rovvle, 
| F 3 Wher- 


hoops, 


= AnOldeWonansTale, 
Wherein they are tied, they are ſo free ſtil, 
And we inthcir farmes are but renants at wil. 
They are certaine to vs forneither yeare nor day, 
They are theirs to giue and theirs to take away. 
Yetthus did they fauor me while I vvas yong, 
It I did ſpeake,they ſaid Orphens ſung, 
Tf I did my Lute inm take, 
Ly, ſaid _Lpollo did muſicke make. 
It I did dance and my bodie mouce, 
The Graces daunſt and loue was in loue. 
It I were merry and gladſome, 
A number were frohike and gameſome. 
If I were diſpoſde for to be melancholie, 
Few for thatwhile would then be iollie. = 
For vvhen I taught minecies tofrovvne, 
Straight would they learneto putmirth adown. 
Thus in my youth after a faſhion, 
I was as t'vvere Queene of thatRegjion, 
I meane of that little circuit vvhere I did wun, 
For _ homage vvas to me done, 
And beautie vvants not ſeruants ſtore, 
T hat vvil obſerue their miſtreſſe humor, 
That vvil be both diligentand pliable, 
 Necefſlarie and conformable | 
To ſay or doe as fits hirfanſie beſt, 
end ſo in my youth vvas I bleſt. 
I had men of good ſortthat were my Wooers, 
*For beautie 15 neuer vvithoutlouers, 
Such as were of minc ovynedegree, 
Men of good Gentillitic 
That vvere of vyorth,and beſides veric brauc, 
For ſo wel could I my ſelfe behaue 


with ſo ſvveet cariage,my looks ſomtime graue,  - 


Sometime more pleaſant as occaſion would, 
Andas indeeda Womanthould, 

For in ſooth there muſt be varierie, 

*Men of one thing fo ſoone take ſaticuic. 


Thus 
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Thus could I then deuiſe, 
As Womencan with their cies, | 
To intangle men in the ſnare of: 
Novv is athing wedailieproue, 
T hat who ſo for another digges apit, 
Falleth himſelfe ofte init. 
For as I was then bulie laying ſnares: | 
Tocatci Loue in my gol haires, 
(For gold they were when 1 vvas in prime, 
Though _—_— now filuer by courſe of time): 
As I was making baits tor def1re: An 
Behold,now comes a vvorthy Eſquire, 2 
A man ofſuch-countnanceand viſage, 
Offorare forme and perſonage; ; 
Beſides with manie parts ſovveladornd, 
As Yen hir ſelte could not haue ſcornd, 
Nor yet Dianstor al hir chaſt life, 
To hauc beenetothis goodlic man a vvife. ' 
He vvas ſuch a one as the Troyen knight, 
That wooed Helen that Lady bright, 
Orlike to him of The/cns kind; 
, Demephoonthatdid of Phillis finde: 
So much loue for his lictle lovaltie, 
Such vvas his form,though norſuch his royalty; 
Orlike to him chat now Heefor hight 
Ofe Albion, that thrice noble knight. | 
For his fame doth hitherto theſe woods ſound; 
And in moſt places itzs found. .- 
Heis ſo famous in verrues glorie, 
That birds ofhimrecorda (ſtorie, 
On willow boughs as they ſit and ing, 
And Ecchodorh hither his praiſes bring, 
For alaſſeI ſeldome hn ſtray 
Toliſten nevves, but I haue heard ſay, 
Heis wondrous vvorthy, & ofa comely ſtature, 
Of a ſweet concecit, and a courteous nature, 
Wiuning with his vvords,& plealing in his cariage, 
Fa 


In 


fk An Olde Womans T ale 
In view amiable, and ſweerte of viſage, 
ot EM 
a m C 
061 tt mr rs 
_ Thiscormly man, this w 
| Ys of: 
And ng all others inloue tobe, 
By hir faire Sandeics incbaunting, 
By hir beautious hew loue only vanting; 
Isnow (alas )inthraled inthe ſnare - 
Which ſhe forothers did prepare, 
Now's ſheforhicſeiſe to feele rea 8 
Who of late could eaſe a numbers malady. 
Phiſttion now thy ſelfe cure, 
e Ay mel learntto ſay them ſure, 
& 1's many hadſaid to me before, 
I loue: I, anda greatdeale more, 
For Women h they couetcouertly, 
rio non? 
Oue is 
- tap hanpiee game: 
Thatt h the Cow to theBull crieth, 
eLndthe tothe Horſe niyeth: 
Yetthe mantothe woman 1 
And vnto hir his loue firſt breaketh, 
Alchough women often thinke their owne harrs broken, 
Till beloued louers of their loue haue ſpoken. 
And then too forſoth for ſhew of modeſty, 
a we muſtkeepe virginities, 
And rs matbeoodro their diuinities, 
Which they would graunt were they not craued, 
Men muſt looke ar their ſhrines to be ſaued, 
 Whenin themen is to giue 
cs rap nr - 29-wgagherwoA liue, 
tamper m 4 ue, butalas men know nor, 
they haue this power, and ſo they do nor, ” 
tue 
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Giue them their doom, *women ſo well diſſembleftill, . 
Well, now toloucitwasmywi 
Andtobeloutd was his hares | 
Who ſaid he burnt in loues damned 
Such inward flames did kindle in his 
Thatſo long as delaid,he foundno reſt, 
T his he vowd with proteſtati 
end ſcald with ſighs and 
Begging at me with humikey, 
atI on him would haue ſome pitty, 
Elſe ſhould he{alas) by loue periſh. 
Now didI all this while cheriſh, 
e greater firein my heart, + 
Loue had in me a bigger part, _ 
e Lndreaſon I had on him to haue remorſe, 
Vho was deeper wounded by the ſame force, 
|  ForthoughIſmotheredinthe flame, 
* Andvndermodeſty hid the ſame, 
As in deede ſowe On. wn p 
Whether men diſſemble or truly 
Yet atlaſt it burneſo ſtrong, 
© (None can hide fire 
That will by his li 
That was com 
Thatnow I lowdas well as he. 
Hereneed no recitall be 
Ofour great ioy, there was no 
To hinder vs now from our 
by Is _—— had fo 
Thatthey were 
Totry the knot of toy and pleaſ 
The bond of loue, the louers treaſure, 
But novv I vvillomitthe complements, 
The feaſtings juſtings and turnements, 
The maskes, | tolliries, 
The routs reuels, and companies, 

The ſights ſhewes and MW ies, 


RE liſcouer) 
rotell my louer, 


vvher, 
ſer, | 


AnOlte Worn Tiles 
Offtate and fot.mirth the commedies, -!: + - 
__ _ Thatwereatour wedding ſolemniled@ - | (-; ' ,. 
Theſe being done it was demiſe, i/! © £1 5 
Thatl ſhould now awaywend,:r/'; 1 17711! 1 / 
With m 00's dearefrend,-. . , . 
- Intotheco wherehe did thetweamnne.. 
Andas it was deuiſed, ſo-was it done, 
About twenty yeares during h1s life, (- - 
But when we had ha'dtrogether fo long 
(O here begins my wotull ſong); 
In all delight and honeſt pleaſure :. 
Taſting of ioy ina full meaſure - / 

In this the higheſt of my 


y bliſle -- Anomu £5 
| ana | rity BErobedT mo). nk 
= _ re 30. " 1441 

ay,my 10y, My carmtort merely. - - - | 

er cellchaamolons TOYPTTNE 
Therteares,the griefeg;and ehewotull wailings, |, - © 
That then I haue inly conceaued,;, , -/ -;{--, -/ 
When Death from me hath himbereayed, | 
.  Olertthem judge that know thelike, - ',, ' _ 

What ſcueral| torments their ſankes do ſtrike, ' 

Alas [ die tothinkerhereas., -. (ll 3 + 18 
With that hic ſpeach wasfromhirgoney.,! | - 1 -, 7 
She wepsand wails and often to death wound... . -'- 
Falling with hir face plat vpon theground,--. .. , | 
She is with ſorroyyfo.vvae-begone by Show 2 
As one thatmentta die anone, | | 

But that ne may Fnduniurainge. 
Then doth ſhe hir ſences againe fin "4 
Through that ſmall aidethat I couldlend his 
 Inſachacaſevvho couldnor bur befrend hir?- 

And after,thus telleth on hir vvotullſtory, 
Ay me (ſheſayes) hoyy could I be butlory, - 6a) 
From him that vvas ſo deareto part, le? » 
make the knotip the heart, 


When 


| Forloue and frend{tup 


 _Az«OlltWamaenTalb.. 
When brotherhood knits burtin the bloud, -. - 


Therefore Tholdiroftmore good + 1 +) +1; 


Andleſler gricfe ſomebrother ro fc 
Then a faithful friend, bur alas whatſhal doe? 
That haue loſt both afriendand a brother, . 
That was to me both the one and the other; 


My husband, Wy obs 


My hope, my ioy,mydeareſt 
Bur of alack thrks ape. TEE - 
_ A — IVEN 
y deathtoloſe their husbands companie, : ' - 
And ſuch as were their chiefefelicitie,!, | > - ©»: 
Mary beers, ONE ; Koa dÞ>34 
*And for example rakee_{4 miremachfordinep' © 
Whatwere hir tortures wheiſhe tur Lord loſt >: 
How vvas Penelopeinſortauics feas oſt; 5/1: t 15 
While hir +59 flotedon the maine, 2 
Longin tO ce him at 11bicangaine ? (13:23:19 
Yet mightnotenioy himoflongti rtide,. 
Bur (alaſſe) hir ſorrow vas fmaltaabide.: - 
*Now vvas al thisbutthe ſtep to my woes, J.. 
The keie of care, theground-workeof ſarroxwes, 


The feareful entrance to afurtherdang 


, 


— 
The IRC RT 
What ſhould] ſay the metſenger ob death.: >: -- ; bad 


O heers my griete, now ſtops my breath, 
jen A ne; 7 - 
nd the verie floud-gate openingro milerie, - - 
O fixicavehile Iriamaardoita 23 01402: 
Then did ſhe figh as ;bhie bart would breake,>:: -- 
VVatering the turraws ofttiiryancked face; : 
With tearestharſhe@hovvredgdoyvne apace; _ - | 
Wringing hir hands,andewriing cruel time | . + + 
Thatrhus hadc dance lurflowring prime:. 


But then ſhe cleered fromthardrbopingraineg); +l), 


os pany Tn paincy*i. | 
Toſeemyc RG ew ws 23. ? vet 
"He 2 'hic 


, = 


\ mm og - 


Yerdoethe nngeſt noronle mone 
' Fordeathoftheirfather, bur for he vnkind, 
Had them nodearerin his mind. . 

They waile his death &lamenttheir own eſtate - 
I weepe for both,we al curſe crucll fate. 


For it was my 1 
Mecoalkdhen thar d: 


Pen 

Thattheyne mi what not giue, 

Bur - is dead and his fonne doth hue, Mg 

His ſonne foſtred among his mothers kin, 

Of whom they muſt now firſtbegin - 

To infinuate acquaintance ifthey would ought haue, 

And,yetaske and goe without, they fay they mult faue 

For I Maximios lonne, 

Butalaſſe vvhy had fate Aaximio done 

To fell death fo ſuddenlie ? ' 

That hene had his memorie 

Todoe for his brothers as nature would, 

And as indeed their father ſhould, - . = = 

Had he remembred Natures right. | | 

Thus ona ſuddenc was my light, 

My glorious ſhining and my ſummers daie 

Is now gone downe and drenchtin the ſca, - 

It ſorter with the ſun,but never may ariſe, 

For now alafſe doth Fortune ſodeuile, 

She thatneuerdid well for me, 

Burſtill did thwart my felicitie. 

For novy is my liuing goneto anothername, 

That gouerne the ch F and enioy the ſame, 

Onlic I hauc a portion ſmall, 

To.maintaine me and my tvvo boies vvithal, 

An hundred pound ec folong asI hve, 

Butnow Ine might itſel] nor gine, 

It muſt teturne from whence 1t came, 

Andall muſt glorihe the name, 

I meane the eldeſt of the houſe, 

When the Dutch are drunke (they fay ) thei le carouſe, 

And where is enough there England giues more. 

But nowto returne where I was afore, 

My husband and Maximio are now both awaic tanc 

By cruell death as thou haſt heard me ſayen, 

 Andthus was I leftthen in miferie, | 

With = my fonnes - _ IIS. (943 
tu*d on me asIc we them, 

They long 41 : 


. 


Ante Ukonens Take, 


what mothcrſo&s/hirekildeetwwabe8cnoer elceue vw 
Ys * . vo 21 945 - 


Aerts ckefravaenans t day 
rtheir 7 ef 4 'r: 
"tems: thauegaie 


for heneu 

Whar ſhould T5 pho wy van then _ 
s,that the ttubloon, 

Itis not frond 9” arv,9nong 

But yetheare more of my w 

Heare now heare vvhat more betel.. 

*We did not abate Gn gporcagiclion cy a | 


I and my ſonnes in whom was my, 
dipight, 13 


But ſce now of Fortune the 
and partition, 


For ſhe now hathmadea;br 
Twixt my daughterin law'& me hath {he ſown diuiſion, 


Twixt me audhir friends that now. they endeuor, 


To worke my ouerthroyyquite and for cuer. 
. Andnow mine oyvn would;not me back, 


When oneis in need iegdpofe axerhoſt Hacks, 
And if that Fortunc oncedoe frowne, - -; ; 
Rather then _ thee,they®l help thee down. 
- Butifſo be of: ouhaucnoheed 
They are moſt kinde and louingy ndeed, | 
Whom Eaxtune tayours il have friends, ri 4 
And friendſkip forralipars bxiches blends, 
Pouerty is burdenſoma&ithoughhe beofbloud, 
[tis no policie to dogs: 
For now vve muſt ſquare hemckiohy. 
Fic yponthis olderele chwigie, | | - 
Thepeoorbanngg mebofpoperic. | rity 
Thus doth sneyv-arochttopperiey-/' | | A 
Our of a veſlel — = 7g hea Wi. rev and = 
Chariticnovythere is none ſure; 1 | 1,4 v1 
Burthat vvhichin bir kinddiſcretion, 2 allaum: 4 
For hirſelfe only makes/provilion«!: *; {1 447 t 1e 
Or elle fovvelcantur almes beltow,, In! 
As tor one giftthey muſtreceiuc WO4 :..:n So 


calling, 215-1. 


Friendes 
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Friends looke joofewhen oneispoore. 


But now I come wherc rd"reyes nh Fre, 0 
"They ſtrineT ſay and ſceloalltheymay, : 02 | 
To procure mytallandvreexdecair;; ' © 
Andnov alafle hauerhey found the meane 
To _— me — 612, | 
Which in their highindignation, _ 
They _ comp comtt. "oh 
For now haue ſo 10 
Bothnew croulesandoldindighrngs M 
Which my husbandlcft behind, -- - 
Andnovy alas doethey ftinde-' 'r i ot 
My iointure to be b crlieconnaid,. 1 11124. 
My iointure onwhichmyſonsand{both Raid: © +. - 
They traucrſe the Lavv,and Lavy doothatiure,/, /(! / 
Icis attheir wil, ifmy li endure; © 
Who vvere the hciresvntotheland, + 1» + 
_ Alasthatitſoticeclefhoatditandr) 14 co 11 
Alas thara kindhusband his-vvifeſhuld{oleanc-: | 
Alas that AMaximio — e8/2t 26 tO Om 314.906 42 
e better aſſurance while he washuing,: +/+ | 
But(good yong man) chinkeke knew rioching! :c1! > 
That my ſtate was ſorticle, forbeneteperiied : :-- 
Theſe papers whereinI was thus akule&)- 1», » +1.) 
Andrhus on nawfOadeddtflaght).> IL-6 be 
My ſorrovves togithendoe mg. ” 
For looke what lavv affoorded nm extremiae, | 
That hauethey performedinall ſeucritie, . - 
Leauing menothingnormy childrenneither.: ... ; 
O Fortune hovy.are | weather": | nt 
That is novy faite,andanbritbule; +. 1x63 
For a ſhort ſmile howlongdoeſt choufcovvie?: 1+ | | 
'Alas thou art molt pleaſed ineunldogomg, 1. - © + 
Ne dooſtthoudelightin any _—_ ri; 
Bur ſure I may ſaic aftheevewy! 1: 511001112 9111/1 024d! 
As the good-wite-vvontfaie ofhircow 1511 1 | 915 948, 
That gayea matſleotmilkenewahd ſoon)! tt | 1:7 
G4 And. 


Y 
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And when ſhe had threw<down with hirfoot, 
Thy ioy is moſt in an cuill turne, 
| en non nes mou 

making one Abdolominc a 

How many doelithey tolow cſtate bring? - 

In wicked works is thy glorie cuer. 
But why doel againſt chee perſeuer * - 
' &L las Englands cultome workes my vvoe, 
_Andcuſtome of doth me vndoe. 
For though my to me was kind, 
Yer wiſe men are often blind, : 
- Andledawaiewitha fondanriquitie. 
Alas that wiſe men ſhould not 
Nor Nature makethem to haueremorce, 
Why doe men doe againſt Nacures force ? 
I doenotnow form complaine, 
 Burfor my yonger ſonnes twaine. 
Alaſle my yongeſt wereasdeereto me, 
As was whyſhould they cthennot be 
As deare to him as was AMaximio. 
And yetthis ſure I would haue thee know, 
That I would haue a difference made, 
So that the eldeſt ſhould not vpbraide 


'  Theyonger ofbeggerie, _ -// ..\ +. 
Northachey - ſhould otrhium relic, i 
*Lettheyon Gaalonies | keeperhem like men 
Fir: heir icch and then 


.and 
Thar chiefcluing goto him might, 
ftrſt-borne, as is bisrigt 


c honour and 
That is rhe 
Butnow gi > 6. 9 Mdaxomia, 
Whar did he thinke that I did afide go? 
Or beget hethereſtforluſts ſafhſance, | 
After he had ane borne to his inheritance? {make ? 
Why do menoft their yangſonnes no more reckoning 


F 


 Buto fowle itis fovetry ſake, 
Men are ſo given ro merhoriſecheir name, 
And oftin fo dooingrhey procure their ſhame, y 
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As by and by thou ſhalt vnderſtand. 
But O vile cuſtome oe _—_ tothisJland, 
For ific be as I haue heard fay \ 
Nor Frawnce nor Flawnders take this way, 
' Neitherdoth 1:4ſonor Spaine, 
Only in Englanditdoth remaine, 
1 ndyctinthe beſt gouerndpart ofthis lond, 
I meanin the famouſlt cittie of alle. lbion, 
T he politicke Citizens doo prouide, 
That the yonger Sonnesſhallnotſtand inneede 
Ofthe elder, —_— giue him the land | 
That they buie in the country through their induſtrious 
Only our Gentlemen keepe this order, 
Vhereby doth riſe this greatdiforder, 
T hat many Clownes do here become 
Who ſcrape, and ſcratchfor their Sonnes, and then 
Send them forſooth to an Inne of Courr, 
Where the ſonne of a Gentleman hath reporr, 
When hisfather (goodman) will drive the plow, 
&-nd his mother milke and ſeruethe Sow, 
Thus doth thefranklin in E riſe, - 
And the baſe-borneBratdoth the | quan and 
By reaſon their fathers leaue them fo poore, 
And that is his ſhame thatI toldethee of afore, 
*But marke now and thouſhalr ſee cuen by my ſonne 
Wharthis vile cuſtomein England hath donne,, = 
Bur in other countries they ſeeme mare wile, 
The Hogin his owne wo. 
They keepe the Peſant vnder and the Kerne, 
They do ſo well of their kinde diſcerne, 
The Bore puts noton a veluerskin, 
Neither in filke is the Borin, 


They may grow rich, butthey keepetheyr place. 


CA ndrthis to /relana ls a greatgr: 
Whichthough ſomecallityncluillandrude 
Yet(they ſa f they are with this vertue indude, 


The Kerne lowborne ſhal neuer _ floate, 


He 


hand, , 
ks 


An Olde Womans T ale. 
He ſhall not ſtep into a coate, 
As God and nature make them baſe, 
©  Soſhalltheykeepe ſtillintheir place. 
 Butthisnow to Albienis high ce, 
For here the Clowneriſeth and Gentilirie put downe, 
Only by olde cuſtome and vnkind faſhion, | 
We donot withthe Dazxes vphold gentilitie 
But with the Swsſhers we cutoff their dignitic, 
' . AsnowbutliſtandIſhalltheerell. 
For after all this hap that now me befell, - 
, Thatmy husbandwasdead and my louing ſonne 
After my foefment was by law away don, }. 
Beingnow left in allthis meſery, 
 Myſonne rap went into another country, 
In which place for whatſhouldI rarry? 
Helouda pononnn and did hir marry. 
[Roch hog be dla och be hate 
For blesfings th w e hadnotany, 
Andofte irfallechhar the poore 
Whenrich g6 without haue children ſtore, 
| Who wiſheth ofte wanteth, who cares not to haue 
| Shallneuer neede of fortune to craue, 
She is ſo blind ſhe cannot well ſee, 
Shelets the wiſe vnprouided be, 
Andgjuethtofooles with aliberall hand, 
. Fortunefauours fooles,a prouerboften fcand, 
 « Lndrtoo tootrue may anumber ſay. 
Butnow is Medalgo ata weake ſtay, 
Wealth he hath none and charge doth ariſe, 
Wherefore he*s forſt of force to deuiſe 
To maintaine his children, himſelfe,and his wife, 
\ Byraking wy him a labourers life, 
Where with his neighbours he is called good man, 
— Nowloſtis the titleof a Gentkeman, 
 Senow the fruit of this faire bloſſome 
Sethe endofthiscuſtorme, * 
Now pouerty ſo hath ſhadowed his name, 


| 
| 


[| 


mba rerh 7 6b: 8 Be 


' Speciallie thoſethatareof 
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As ren in true view cannoe ſee the ſame, . 
Alas the commons cannot giue men their due. - 
They cal him maiſter thar afaire ſhow + 
In riches & wealth, they know no difference, 
But who hath moſt gold him doe they reuerence 
And this is the fruit ofthat cuſtomefond, 
Aran now + — thislond, 

yther to make a cr ota yongerſonne, 
Orelſe vntimely wa deb eoiodons. pf 
Fornovy as Medalgeis to low eſtate brought, 

doe, 


So hath 7unio for preferment 
Trying what Revue wor T7 


Bicaule ſometimes ſhe doth fauour ſhevy 


* « Toyongerbrothers,andforſhedothaduance 


the launce, 

In whom there is by Natures light, 

A _ Nene — the common ſort, 
An high yer mild mind, ſtil garding report, 
And k. ft 59% | arc ; 
And yer not riſing but by the ſtep offauour 
Purchaſed by vvorth, vvinning mens harts, 

To aduance him more high for his vertuous parts, 
Such a one hath Fortunenovv vp raiſed, _ 
And vvith renovvme his name blaſed, 

Giuing guerdon to due defarr, | 


Who in cuerie ſpring ſo plaies his 
As they ſaic,thr Toh his lien and manlineſle, 


Men by the ſvvord andalſo 


Through his wiſdome, forecaſt,and worthines, 


Thathimſelfe is now the highe the ſpring 


Ofhonour, for this his braue —_ . 

They call him ver,which as I hauc heard ſay, 

Signifies the time that, when VVinteris avvay 

Deli hteth the earth and creatures all, . 

With his pleaſant countnance for vvhich mendo call, 


Andbirds _ _ ns ED: 
It is the tmethat tein | We 
tisthe puts _ Sap 


% 


San Pt | ' — 27(0pes—o 
p inthe tree, iuiceinthe grafle, 
Smeltc the flower, beautie to the carths face, 

Such is his gloric and renowne. 

 Whereof Ine may make relatiown, 
An olde womans toongis farre too weake, 
For if it be as I hane heard ſomeſpeake, 
His fame is like to ſuch a ſpring | 
 Asneuer dies, alas itisa thing A 
Fora ſweeter Organ and aberter ſong, Of 
Then to be told by anolde Womans tong, 
Lethim liue euer with honour and fame. 
Burnovy I returne from whence I game. | 
mech gre ſonne, 
Is now to the warsfor preferment gone, : 
Wars the greatworth which if Fortune fauour 
Ennoble men with the richeſt honour. | 
Butalas ſhe fauours well but few, 
As thouſhalt heare by thatdoth enſew, 
i ret me _ hild) 
m my chu) 
- Vntimelie did the fiſter cut with hir kni 
which Poets faien hath the twining of the thred, 
_ Making (asſhe hiſt aliue or dead. - | 
AlasInced nottelthee my woe, 
Thouſceſt what greete I conceiued tho 
Thar cuer ſince fate theſe crofles did giue, 

' Trookethis Cell where Lin ſorrovv live. 
bono: 7 on naie—andencr we HY : 
Along through the furrowes like water creeks. 
alas it wasapitious ſight, . © 
ene Dees Sight, 

Shinj nome 

S now in colour looke D wan and blew. 

ing ſhe ſits,halfe choakt with teares, 

now (me thinks) whoſo this heares, 
Should in diſcretion and ſound wiſedome, 
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Veterlie condemnethe foule cuſtome 
Of 41bion, for thatcauſd hir woe, 
When it hir yonger ſons did both overthrow 
By wantthat great worker of confuſion 

To many braue minds inconcluſion .- 

For when a man that is well borne, 

I meane of linage whom nature doth adorne 
Eyther with Nobleſſe or Gencilitie, 

Doth ſee himſelfe 
(For Fortuneitis of cuſtome proceeding, 
Thatmen are driuen thus to be needing) 
Like to incur pouerticor want, 

By reaſon that liuing is verie ſcant, 


hat danger doth not he vnder-goe ? oÞ 
What perillous attemptdoth hethri 
da ker—avem!.c hr 2 0 9 OWN] hh 0 
Chuſingrather ſo to be ſlaine 


Then to liue inmileric. 
And yet (God knowes) itis of certaintie 
Thar little here at home is their eſtimation, 
Though they venter nere ſo for reputation. 
<«Peac-nuſlings o little eſteeme ofvaliancie, 
And this is the fruitof that antiquitie 
VVhich men incuſtome now receiue, 
 Thatis,whentotheeldeſtthey algiue, 
Leauing the yonger little or noughs, 
That many to their ends vntimechic are brought. 
For now did Ianio afvvell aſpire, 

As could Maximio thogh in wealth he was hyer. 
Yermuſttheirminds beequalin deſire, 
Being begorren both by one ſire : 
VVhoſe vertue in both had equal operation, 
Secing they vvere <quall both by generation. 
Ande. 1 nmaex traduce lome do hold. 
Then ifthe father were magnanimous or bold, 
VVhy ſhould 7»: hauing that father, - 
Beoſalov conceitrather ” 

- 


Fortunes crueltic, 


Then 
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Then Meximio,why ſhould his mind be any whit leſlie? 
 Orwhyſhould his thoughts be of more baſenes ? 
Why ſhould notambition in him dwel, 
Seing he was a Gentleman aſwell 
As Maximio* Why ſhould nota y ſonne, 
Beare as worthie a mind as he that hath won 
The wealth fromthem al? Alas itis notgolde 
Thatnobleth the mind,th the minditvphold. 
Paris was pooreamongſt che (hepheards knowne, 
Yethad he a mindby which he wasſhowne 
Tobe more high then a ſhepheards fwaine. . 
And Cyrus too doth ſhew vs plaine, . 
That ſparkes ofa Gentleman wil alwaies appeare, 
Though Forrune often ſuch malice bearc 
That Sparcoſhallbethenurſe roaking, 
And that4bitch ſhal food bring 
To him that is heire toa crowne, 
Yet wilthe mind neuer be put downe. 
_ Sheobſcures the worth,yer the mind ſhecannor quel, 
And yet too ofttimes ſhe doorh to deale, 
That ſhe wil abate cuen a co ſour, 
For want hath no place to pur their vertues our, 
As they that haue gold which giues them a count'nance 
| The wantwhereotmuſt needs be greeuauce 
To a good mind,to ſee tneaner gitts preferd 
Only by Gold, when berterare b 
.O0 wantisa gallthargrecuerh all good harrs, 
Want is a curb to hold invertuous parts, 
want duls good wits,want makes high ſpirits ſoft 
Want keepes them low,thatoughttofit aloft. 
_ Wantinamanal _ -— "gy conceale. 
© ButO tharcuſtomeſhould fo deale, 
3 To make fathers their ſonnes decaic, 
Who ſhould in Nature be their ſtaic. 
| Forwhatis it butthcir deſtruction, 
\ Meerely their bane and confufion, 
. As now moreplainely ſhall appecre. 


For ſure it isa caſemoſtcleere, 


a Me es : 


__ O this wasthecuſtom 
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Thatthe world lookes they maintainetheir worth, 
Te En 
atthey hold their place and reputation, / 
That had keepe their creditandeſtimarion, . 
That they mainraine the ſtate ofa Gentleman, 
Now would I know who he is thatcan 
Maintainealltheſe withoutwealth & liuing, . 
For wealth though true honour itis nor guung, 
Yeritisanornament of Gentilitie. | 
As itis held tobe to felicine, 
For Philoſophers deeme itisnot ofthe beeing 
Of Srntmum Bonum, and yerſecing 
Men are not happie withoutriches adiuments, 
They hold them to be felicities ornaments. 
Bur yer in theſe daics they may wel be called, 
The ſcat wherein Gentry is inſtalled, 
Men in theſe times by theirriches riſe. 
For who ſo hath w that man is wiſe, 
His words are reſpeed with good aduerrence,, 
He ſpeakesnot atittle wherein is notfapiencs, . 
Heis racks, lags, andpennenty | I 
Heis 0 mary Pew. og a 
For who ſo ſpeakes by golds direQion, 
Speaketh ſoundly without contradiCtion. 
Menthatarericharec allin all. 
Then dolI maruaile that true Gentlemen fall 
Into this cuſtome, to im ſh their name, . 
When the baſer doe ſecke to extolthe ſame. 
Do they thinke their yonger ſons can liue of naught 2 
| ethat Medalgo brought 
To beggerie, who was a man wel borne, 
This is itthatmakes many men forlorne. 
This was itthat brought Twnio tg his end. 
*Bur ſure 7marue|thatmen cannormend 
This olde, groſſe, and frantike faſhiowne, 
Secing that /1/edome in hir diſcretion, ; 
| H 4 Prow- 
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|  Prouidethforhiryongerſonneſo vyel. - 


For thoughthe hir honour ſhaldyvel, 
Af hir dex anfling, 
And beraiſed to calling, 


Yetdoth hir junio novvremaine 


In honour before, and his hathrane 
Ofhis brother Aaximio, {o hath wiſedome forſcene » 


32705 r= 


OY ſme gun 
onour to tow 
After hirdeath it muſt enſew, 

If menwere wiſe they vvould Wiſe dome follovv. 
But noyy is the olde woman in hir Caue hollow, 
Where ſhe waileth notſo much for hir owne eſtate, 

an 

As fg cauls offs miſcrie Fin 
ern. rages which are vvel borne, 
ng meane vaſſals wane, = 
or conuenient prouiſion beſcemi cir vv 
Butnow from ram I comeforch, holie Cel, 
Leauing hir(good inhirm 
VVhereſheintendeth ay pon 


Tile Ltropes doctor hir as ſhe 
To hir husband indfonsnhenſhecurthirue thred. 
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